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PREFACE. 


/  y  -j  _ _ 

?  PRESENT  this  work  to  the  public  as  the 
result  of  mauy  years  writing.  Many  of 
the  poems  have  been  written  by  request 


of  the  young,  the  middle  aged,  and  the 
old.  If  I  have  at  any  time  been  able  to 
soothe  sorrow,  or  strengthen  faith,  by  the 


words  written,  I  feel  thankful  to  my  Heavenly  Father 
for  this  precious  gift  that  has  been  a  comforter 
through  scenes  of  affliction.  They  have  been  written 
under  diverse  circumstances.  Some  have  been  writ¬ 
ten  in  the  Temple,  some  in  the  dark,  and  “On  the 
death  of  Colima”  was  written  with  a  pin  on  the  side 
of  a  wagon  box  while  traveling,  to  pour  out  the  grief 
of  my  heart,  at  my  sudden  bereavement  at  the  com¬ 
mencement  of  the  journey.  Writing  materials  were 
packed  away,  and  so  resource  was  had  to  whatever 
was  at  hand. 

I  have  written  when  words  of  comfort  have  been 
given  me  and  soothea  the  sorrow  of  my  own  heart, 
and  I  have  thanked  the  Lord  for  the  consolation  that 
he  has  given  me  through  this  means.  Some  that  I 
have  written  for  will  not  find  their  pieces  in  the  book 
because  I  did  not  retain  copies  of  them. 

It  is  to  my  Heavenly  Father  that  my  heart  raises 
up  in  gratitude  for  this  blessed  gift  that  He  has  given 
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ROSE  AND  POETRY. 


The  Boy  on  the  Burning  Ship. 

The  flames  have  wreathed  the  mast  around,  and  flame 
and  smoke  are  there, 

And  seemed  almost  enveloping  a  boy  with  golden 
hair; 

A  blue  eyed  boy  of  four  sweet  springs,  a  boy  of 
beauty  bright, 

Who  stood  undaunted  on  the  deck,  and  watched  the 
flames’  red  light. 

And  when  the  flames  shot  up  and  wreathed  the  tall 
mast,  then 

He  seized  his  father’s  hand,  and  cried,  “O  beauti¬ 
ful!”  again; 

But  when  they  nearer  came  to  him,  and  crisped  his 
golden  hair, 

An  anguished  shriek  rang  out,  upon  the  heated,  flam¬ 
ing  air. 

And  with  that  shriek,  his  father  rose,  with  death’s 
last  agony, 

And  with  his  boy  clasped  in  his  arms,  he  sprang  into 
the  sea, 

And  sank,  scarce  struggling  with  the  waves,  to  where 
the  sea  flowers  bloom. 

While  o’er  them  rolled  the  glassy  waves,  that  told 
not  oi  their  tomb. 

And  many  human  forms  were  seen  to  struggle  with 
the  waves, 

And  try  to  stay  the  time  of  death,  the  sea  be  not  their 
graves. 

There  was  a  few  that  floated  on,  away,  far  from  the 
wreck, 

While  one  or  two  are  clinging  to  a  portion  of  the 
deck. 

The  fated  ship  has  sunk,  and  waves  have  o’er  it  sped, 

And  in  the  water  floating  lay  the  corpses  of  the  dead; 

And  many  gallant  hearts  that  beat  a  little  while  ago, 

Are  hushed,  and  still,  and  beating  not,  as  they  were 
wont  to  do. 
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Life  Time. 

Life’s  time  of  thought  arid  serious  care 
Is  opening  now  upon  your  way. 

For  all  is  not  one  spring  time  fraught 
With  buds  and  blossoms,  sweet  and  gay, 
But  sorrow’s  shade  is  mingled  here, 

With  all  that  to  us  may  be  dear. 

’Tis  ever  thus,  and  mrst  be  so, 

While  mortal  life  remains  on  earth , 

The  bitter  with  the  sweet  we  drink, 

To  understand  what  is  of  worth. 

I  thought  red  roses  strewed  the  way, 

When  I  was  young,  and  life  was  fair, 
Nor  thought  of  a  despairing  day, 

When  life  would  be  one  round  of  care. 

But  while  life’s  tide  is  checkered  o’er, 

And  grave  and  gay,  are  mingled  here; 
Much  sweetness  and  much  comfort  come, 
When  righteousness  is  to  us  dear. 

Then  cheer  thy  heart,  no  more  will  come 
To  sadden  life,  than  thou  can’st  bear, 
And  many  hopes  and  blessings  bright, 
Upon  thy  pathway  will  appear. 


Li  nes 

Composed  for  President  Brigham  Young’s  Birthday, 
June  1,  1875. 

All  hail!  thou  Prophet  of  the  Lord, 

We  love  to  see  thee  here; 

We  love  to  hear  thy  oral  word, 

To  Saints  thou’rt  ever  dear  : 

Severed  and  honored  Brigham  Young, 
Thy  praise  be  told  by  every  tongue. 

Long  hast  thou  lived  ;  may  future  years, 
Be  many  still  for  thee  : 

Thy  birthday  once  again  appears, 

And  many  may’st  thou  see  : 

And  may  our  prayers  be  heard  on  high, 

O  spare  his  life  our  daily  cry! 
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What  power  of  king  or  potentate, 

That  can  compare  with  thine, 

Nor  can  the  glitter  of  their  state, 

Thy  power  o’er  Saints  outshine  : 
Within  our  hearts,  thou  art  enthroned, — 
The  love  of  saints  the  closest  bond . 

O  there  is  not  a  name  on  earth, 

Upon  the  roll  of  fame, 

That  stands  to-day,  of  so  much  worth, 

So  free  from  every  blame 
As  thine,  our  leader,  Brigham  Young — 
Thy  praise  on  earth  be  ever  sung. 


The  Twins. 


Mourn  not  for  the  lost  ones,  though  they  are  gone 
You  will  receive  them  again; 

Time  will  roll  on  and  eternity’ll  come, 

They’ll  be  restored  to  you  then. 

Doors  will  be  opened,  and  broken  the  bars, 
Bejoicing  then  they’ll  appear, 

Fresh  as  the  morning,  and  bright  as  the  stars. 
They’ll  come  from  the  spirit  sphere. 

Blest  be  the  day  when  they’re  coming  again, 
Bright  be  the  dawning  at  last, 

Sorrow  will  flee,  and  dark  death  no  more  reign, 
Weeping  and  night  will  be  past. 


Lines 

On  the  Death  of  Heber  Spencer. 

Little  Heber,  too,  has  fled, 

He  is  numbered  with  the  dead  ; 

He  has  joined  the  lovely  band, 

He  is  in  a  brighter  land. 

Few7  the  months  he  lived  in  pain  ; 

He  will  come  to  us  again. 

Sorrow  filled  your  heart  with  grief, 
When  death  had  brought  to  him  relief; 
But  the  time  for  grief  is  o’er, 
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And  for  sadness;  weep  no  more. 

But  rejoice  that  he  will  come 
From  the  silent,  voiceless  tomb; 
Singing  praises  to  the  Lamb, 

Clothed  upon  with  shining  flame, 

„  And  rejoice  that  God  will  reign. 
Forever  free  from  earthly  stain. 

Little  Lucy,  daughter  sweet, 

Brother  Heber  gladly  met. 

Little  innocents  are  they, 

Blest  are  they  each  spirit  day. 

How  we  loved  them  none  doth  know, 
Soon  they  come, — their  love  will  show. 
Now  their  prayers  ascend  for  us, 

In  their  innocence  and  trust. 

Bliss  is  with  your  little  ones, 

That  have  gone  to  silent  homes, 

And  the  Lord  your  heart  will  cheer, 

If  you  seek  His  spirit  here. 


The  Hours  of  My  Girlhood. 


The  hours,  0  the  hours  of  my  girlhood, 

I  fain  would  recall  them  again, 

Then  George  was  a  lover  attentive, 

And  happiness  smiled  on  us  then. 

I  lived  with  my  father  and  mother, 

Three  sisters,  one  brother  had  I, 

A  lover  the  best  of  all  lovers, 

And  nothing  to  cause  me  to  sigh. 

O  sweet  were  the  hours  of  my  girlhood, 
And  pleasant  the  memory,  too; 

I’ll  remember,  but  would  not  recall, 

The  girlhood  that  I  have  passed  through. 

For  time  has  passed  on,  and  the  lover 
Is  my  husband,  and  love  is  yet  here, 

The  love  of  a  husband  and  father, 

Maketh  wife  and  child  to  him  dear. 

Then  why  should  I  sigh  for  my  girlhood, 
I’m  far  happier  now  than  then, 

Eternity  opes  to  my  gazing, 

And  righteousness  is  to  me  plain. 
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A  sweet  one  from  the  b  ight  world’s  above, 
Is  gladdening  our  pathway  each  day> 

I’ll  improve  the  time  that  is  present, 

That  love  with  us  always  may  stay. 

Throughout  time  and  eternity  too, 

May  we  live  in  union  and  love, 

And  live  on  the  earth  when  it  meeteth, 

The  city  of  Enoch  above. 


To  My  Husband. 

O  thou  who  art  the  partner  of  my  life, 

I  long  for  thy  return.  Disease  is  rife 
Beneath  thy  roof;  but  Priesthood’s  power  will  break 
The  dread  destroying  power,  that  fain  would  take, 
The  loved  one  from  thy  roof,  while  thou  art  gone, 

A  river’s  bank — a  camp,  thine  only  home, 

Return,  return,  dear  one,  unto  thy  roof, 

That  evil  powers  may  dread  and  stand  aloof, 

And  come  no  more  to  take  thy  child  away, 

But  that  in  health  and  comfort  she  may  stay. 

The  blessings  of  our  God  rest  down  on  thee, 

Though  trials  come,  that  thou  wilt  faithful  be, 
Enduring  to  the  end,  and  may  I  too. 

Each  will,  and  wish  of  thine,  forever  do; 

That  faithful  I  may  prove,  and  worthy  be, 

To  live  with  thee  through  vast  eternity. 

And  may  our  mark  and  standard  be  set  high, 

That  if  we  gain  not  quite,  we’ll  yet  be  nigh: 

And  may  God  grant  the  greatest  boon  of  all, 

To  faithful  live,  obedient  to  his  call. 

And  by  the  sealing  power  on  earth  below, 

May  we  be  joined—  through  life  together  go, 

And  live  eternally,  one  heart  and  mind, 

In  days  long  past  our  spirits  loved  we  find, 

Before  we  reached  this  world  of  pain  and  sin, 

Or  knew  how  glorious  happiness  to  win, 

We  lived  and  loved,  and  plighted  vows  were  given, 
While  we  lived  in  our  Father’s  courts  of  Heaven. 
Where  all  was  happiness,  and  joy,  and  love,  - 
A  glorious  home  was  that  bright  home  above. 
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Where  we  first  took  our  vows  of  plighted  love. 
Then  came  on  earth  that  we  might  reign  above; 
And  when  we  met,  we  felt  we’d  met  before, 

And  love  burnt  in  our  hearts,  and  never  more 
We  wished  to  part,  but  be  united  here, 

And  live  together  on  this  fallen  sphere. 

But  we  knew  not  of  hours  of  golden  bliss, 
That  we  had  lived  in  brighter  realms  than  this, 
Till  we  had  heard  our  Father’s  mandates  here, 
Believing  them,  the  olden  past  came  near. 

And  now  the  wish  of  all  my  life  is  this. 

That  we  may  seek  the  realms  of  joy  and  bliss, 
By  faithfulness  to  all  the  laws  of  God, 

Obeying  all  of  his  revealed  word: 

Endure  all  trials  through  unto  the  end, 

And  find  in  God,  a  father  and  a  friend. 
Together  live  through  all  eternity, 

With  wives  and  children  may’st  thou  happy  be; 
And  learn  the  art  of  making  worlds  in  space, 
For  thy  posterity  a  dwelling  place. 


The  Rocky  Mountains. 


When  a  child,  the  very  name  of  the  Boeky  Moun¬ 
tains  thrilled  me  through  and  through.  Its  unexplored 
regions  were  a  perpetual  mystery;  why  I  know  not — 
but  I  would  linger  over  my  lessons  that  told  about 
the  Boeky  Mountains,  and  wonder  how  they  looked? 
and  wished  that  I  might  see  them. 

Later  on,  and  but  a  few  years  later,  I  read  a 
pamphlet  of  an  expedition  to  the  unexplored  regions, 
and  that,  read  and  re-read  again  and  again,  was  ever 
new;  it  held  for  me  more  fascination  than  any  novel 
could  have  for  the  most  inveterate  reader;  there  always 
seemed  some  subtile  influence  at  work  to  draw  my 
interest  to  the  far  off,  mountainous  country. 

In  my  sleep,  while  wandering  in  dream-land,  I 
thought  that  hand  in  hand,  him  to  whom  I  was 
betrothed  and  myself,  went  over  illimitable  plains, 
and  by  over-arching  rocks,  and  running  rivers,  until 
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our  progress  was  stopped  by  an  immense  mountain 
thrt  barred  our  future  progress;  one  way,  and  one 
way  only,  opened  up  for  us  to  further  explore  the 
land  of  mystery,  a  small  opening  or  pass  in  the 
mountains  was  left,  so  low  that  we  had  to  stoop  to 
go  under;  a  small  wraterfall  closed  the  mouth  of  the 
passage  way;  we  were  determined  to  proceed,  so 
hand  in  hand  we  bowed  our  heads,  passed  through  t^e 
waterfall,  and  wrere  in  the  heart  of  the  Rocky  Moun¬ 
tains;  I  awoke  to  find  it  all  a  dream,  w’hich  I  cherished 
for  the  good  feeling  it  left  with  me. 

In  other  years  I  felt  the  fulfillment  of  the  dream. 
Together,  my  husband  and  myself  passed  over  moun¬ 
tainous  plains,  through  the  passes  of  the  mountains, 
by  the  sweet  rivers  of  water,  or  the  sluggish  Platte, 
and  arrived  at  the  Rocky  Mountains;  here  was  the 
gospel,  hitherto  unknown,  but  with  fascinating 
interest  binding  us  to  the  spot;  here  was  the  gate 
to  salvation,  and  the  stream  of  pure  clear  water  where 
we  were  baptized — and  ever  since  our  home  has  been 
in  the  heart  of  the  mountains. 

It  was  because  the  mountains  were  the  home  of 
the  Saints,  because  the  gospel  was  here,  because  the 
Lord  was  awakening  my  interest  and  drawing  me  in 
my  thoughts  and  feelings  to  the  gathering  place  of 
His  chosen  people,  that  I  had  these  indescribable 
feelings,  and  the  dream  that  was  so  wonderfully 
fulfiled. 

Dear  to  me  is  this  my  home!  Dear  to  me  are 
these  rocks,  and  these  rills;  the  majestic  mountains, 
aud  cultivated  valleys;  these  wildernesses  of  sage 
brush;  these  cedars  and  pines,  that  always  sing  a 
mournful  cadence  when  stirred  by  the  passing  wind. 
Dearer  to  me  are  all  these  forms  of  nature  than  the 
rolling  prairie,  the  beautiful  wild  flowers,  the  old 
white  house,  embossed  ’mongst  roses  and  trees,  a 
garden  that  grew  almost  without  cultivation,  so 
fertile  was  the  soil,  the  home  of  my  childhood;  for 
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here  are  the  Saints  of  the  living  God.  Here  is  made 
manifest  His  power.  Here  is  His  beautiful  Temple, 
and  I  rejoice  that  here  I  have  a  home. 


The  Secret  of  the  How  and  Why. 

Answer  to  Tennyson’s  How  and  Why,  published  in  1830. 

I  will  unriddle  the  how,  and  the  why, 

Why  we  are  born,  and  why  we  die, 

Why  you  are  you,  and  I,  am  I, 

What  the  life  is,  where  the  soul  doth  lie. 

Far  in  the  past  in  ages  untold, 

In  mansions  celestial  as  spirits  we  lived, 

Our  Father,  so  faithful,  a  God  was  enrolled, 

Our  Mother,  in  Heaven  sat  there  by  His  side, 

In  that  place  of  sweet  joy,  and  heavenly  peace, 
Spirits  were  born,  ’till  they  filled  the  whole  place. 

As  spirits,  we  battled  for  Father  and  right, 

When  Lucifer  rose  in  his  wrath  and  his  might, 

And  a  third  of  the  children  chose  darkness  than  light ; 
And  they  went  with  the  Prince  that  delighted  in  wrong, 
And  designed  that  our  Father  he  soon  would  dethrone; 
But  was  conquered  by  right,  and  cast  out  of  heaven. 
To  the  fallen  no  bodies  on  earth  could  be  given. 

We 

Are  children  of  a  sun;  in  that  bright  orb, 

We  had  our  first  existence — in  a  home 
Of  love,  and  kindness,  and  eternal  joy; 

We  knew  no  sorrow,  sin  could  not  annoy, 

But  perfect  bliss  was  round  our  Father’s  throne , 

We  knew  not  evil  in  that  blessed  home,  J  } 

Where  Father,  Mother,  watched  our  progress  through 
The  ages,  ere  the  earth  formation  knew. 

This  earth  was  formed,  that  we  might  come  and  tr}^ 
Probation  here.  We  put  the  mortal  on, 

Which  is  the  spirit’s  home  and  in  the  soul  doth  lie, 
Of  the  uniting  of  the  two  in  one, 

The  spirit  and  the  body.  It  is  not 
A  vague,  we  know  not  what — but  tangible. 
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The  spirit  is  the  life,  and  when  that  leaves 
Its  mortal  tenement,  its  earthly  house 
And  seeks  the  spirit  world,  the  purer  joys, 

The  body,  “cold  as  clay,”  with  grief  is  born 
Unto  the  grave,  to  wait  the  resurrection  day; 

We  die,  that  we  may  live  again;  immortal  live, 

For  when  the  Archangel  sounds  his  trump,  and  says, 
“The  dead  arise!”  the  spirits  seek  their  own, 

The  bodies,  whereso’er  they  are,  and  then  resume 

Their  former  habitations,  purified 

From  all  their  dross,  and  they  in  glory  rise. 

You  are  not  black — because  you  kept  your  first 

Estate,  nor  stood  apart  (when  Satan  rose 

And  those  that  followed  him  made  war  in  heaven), 

To  see  who  would  be  victor,  meaning  then 
To  join  the  ones,  whoever  they  might  be — 

Not  caring  which  might  gain  the  victory; 

For  this  neutrality  they  punished  are, 

The  Lord  has  told  them,  black  they  shall  be  here. 
And  you  are  you,  and  I  am  I,  because 
Each  spirit  is  distinct  and  knows  no  change, 

Or  else  confusion  o’er  this  would  range. 

We’re  born  to  try  us,  if  we’ll  live  aright, 

Obey  our  Father’s  will  on  earth,  as  we  obeyed 
His  will  in  heaven.  Then  when  we  die. 

Immortal,  will  we  rise  in  glory  bright, 

Nor  die  the  second  death,  that  awful  death 
Those  die  that  prove  unworthy  of  all  good; 

And  then  the  spirit  and  the  body  dies, 

And  is  consigned  to  dreadful  nothingness. 

Oh  may  our  lives  be  pure,  and  good,  and  blest. 

That  we  may  live  forever,  ever  more! 

The  how  to  gain  this  boon  is  taught  by  us— 

Revealed,  by  God,  from  heaven. 


My  Thoughts  of  Thee. 

I  look  upon  thy  brow  so  broad, 

And  in  thine  eyes  so  beautiful, 

And  ask  myself,  when  will  it  be 
Thou  wilt  learn  from  wisdom’s  hoard, 
And  take  a  pride  in  knowledge. 
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j  i 

I  know  that  far  above  thy  mates 
In  sober  thought  art  thou. 

And  that  some  day  tho’ifc  stand  as  great, 

As  I  will  wish  to  see; 

If  thou  wilt  only  do  as  I 
Will  wish,  obedient  be, 

Then  thou  wilt  learn  the  storied  page, 

And  learn  thy  lessons  well, 

Hold  fast  the  good,  let  go  the  ill, 

Control  thine  own  uprising  will, 

That  good,  thou  may’st  be,  always  loving. 

Do  this,  my  boy,  my  well  beloved, 

My  precious  one,  and  then  my  heart 
Will  be  at  rest.  O  never  let 
Dark,  evil  crime,  entice  thee, 

Its  cold,  cruel  venom  rob  thee, 

Of  thy  dear  heirship  in  the  Church  of  God, 

And  never  do  an  act  that  would  lead  on, 

To  having  hands  reached  up  to  Heaven  high, 

To  sever  thee  from  the  Church  of  God. 

But  may  integrity  of  thine  be  sure  and  fast, 
That  thou ’It  o’ercome  and  conquer  to  the  last, 
That  then  thy  Father  in  the  heaven  high, 

Can  crown  thee  writh  great  glory  and 
Thyself  forever  shine  much  brighter  than  the  sun. 
And  worlds  and  principalities  and  power  be  thine 
Blessings  forever  for  this  son  of  mine . 


Polygamy. 

I  have  been  blessed  to  have  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
to  guide  my  thoughts  from  my  childhood.  It  was  at 
that  early  period  of  my  life  I  became  a  believer  in 
polygamy.  When  about  eight  years  old  my  father 
give  me  a  Bible,  and  my  mother  told  me  to  read  it 
through,  and  believe  it.  I  began  to  read,  and  my  a 
tention  was  drawn  to  the  fact  that  men  in  those  days 
had  more  wives  than  one,  and  that  God  was  not  dis¬ 
pleased  with  it.  I  wondered  and  puzzled  my  childish 
brain  for  the  reason  that  man  should  have  but  one 
wife  in  the  present  age  of  the  world.  I  dared  not 
ask  any  one,  for  fear  that  I  would  get  laughed  at,  but 
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came  to  the  conclusion  that  as  Abraham,  Jacob,  David, 
Solomon  and  others  had  more  wives  than  one,  and 
they  were  good  men  and  the  Lord  loved  them  it  was 
the  natural  order.  But  wThy  it  was  changed  was  an 
unsolved  problem,  to  be  solved  at  some  future  time, 
by  the  truth  being  revealed. 

1  built  many  an  air  castle  with  a  dear  playmate, 
gathering  in  fancy  all  the  favorite  girls,  and  saying 
that  we  all  would  have  one  husband  and  live  together. 
Alas!  for  air  castles!  The  last  I  heard  of  Mary  she 
was  enjoying  single  blessedness,  and  wondering  how 
I  could  believe  in  plurality  of  wives. 

I  believe  that  children  think  more  of  getting 
married  than  most  people  surmise,  and  that  the  reason 
we  so  seldom  hear  them  speak  of  it  is,  that  they  are 
afraid  of  a  laugh  and  a  rebuke. 

When  I  was  twrelve  years  old  the  impression  was 
made  upon  my  mind  that  in  a  few  years  I  would  find 
out  that  the  ancient  order  of  marriage  would  be  es¬ 
tablished  again.  It  always  seemed  right  to  me;  while, 
as  I  grew  up;  and  read  of  the  evil  practices  existing, 
my  spirit  abhorred  evil  and  was  disgusted  with  vice. 
There  is  no  comparison  between  the  heavenly  princi¬ 
ple  of  Celestial  Marriage,  that  leads  through  the  gates 
of  the  city  of  the  New  Jerusalem  and  the  infamous 
practices  of  the  degraded,  that  lead  to  death  and  de¬ 
struction.  One  is  exalting,  the  other  debasing, 
Polygamy  schools  a  person  (if  rightly  lived)  until 
jealousy  and  envy  are  swept  aw^ay  from  the  heart, 
and  a  feeling  of  peace  and  love  dwrells  therein. 

When  eighteen,  the  revelation  on  Celestial  Mar¬ 
riage  had  just  been  published.  I  read  it,  and  my 
mind  being  already  prepared,  readily  believed  it,  but 
the  principle  of  sealing  was  new  and  troubled  me;  I 
clearly  saw  that  if  I  did  not  join  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  I  could  not  be  united 
with  my  husband  through  eternity,  as  I  had  fondly 
hoped.  I  had  previously  thought  our  own  vows  for 
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eternity,  after  marriage,  would  be  binding.  I  saw 
that  unless  I  believed  the  Gospel,  my  hopes  were 
vain.  I  had  wished  to  know  what  Mormonism  was 
from  curiosity,  but  this,  the  first  principle  I  re¬ 
ceived,  set  me  to  inquiring  earnestly  how  to  go  to 
work  to  join  the  Church.  I  saw  that  this  Gospel  was 
true  ;  that  it  wras  from  God,  and  I  felt  not  to  delay 
the  day  when  I  should  come  into  the  Church.  I 
was  told  baptism  was  the  way.  My  husband  bad 
been  investigating  Mormonism,  and  believed,  and  we 
were  baptised,  and  my  joy  was  full.  I  believed  then, 
as  I  know  now,  that  this  revelation  on  Celestial  Mar¬ 
riage  was  from  the  Lord,  and  I  have  been  blessed 
with  believing  it. 

The  outsiders  say  that  our  marriages  are  not 
marriages  ;  but  it  is  exactly  the  contrary.  Their 
marriages  are  only  binding  until  death,  ours  reach  into 
eternity.  Ours  are  the  only  valid  ones,  solemnized 
by  the  authority  of  the  Priesthood;  our  children  the 
legitimate  children  of  the  new  and  everlasting 
covenant. 

The  great  cause  of  trouble  in  plurality  is  the  sel¬ 
fishness  of  women.  It  is  natural  not  to  like  to  see 
another  loved  by  the  object  of  our  devotion.  We 
are  selfish  and  narrow-minded  in  this,  and  think  of 
ourselves  alone,  but  if  we  open  our  hearts  to  the 
*  Spirit  of  God,  we  will  overcome  this  spirit  of  evil , 
and  if  true  love  exists  in  our  hearts  for  our  husbands 
the  burden  vrill  be  easy,  and  we  shall  be  desirous 
that  our  husbands  should  obey  this  command  of  God, 
and  reap  a  rich  reward. 

Jealousy  springs  from  a  love  of  our  own  dear  selves 
ana  we  look  upon  others  as  intruders;  and  by  indulg¬ 
ing  in  this  miserable  feeling  repel  the  love  which  we 
might  enjoy  ;  and  then  imagine  much  that  does  not 
exist,  and  make  ourselves  unhappy.  Where  jealousy 
creeps  in  between  a  husband  and  wife,  the  conse¬ 
quences  are  always  unhappiness,  and  frequently 
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blame  is  attached  to  innocent  ones,  when  it  is  our 
own  fault,  by  giving  way  to  the  hideous  spirit  of 
jealousy,  that  makes  us  unlovely  and  unloveable. 
Many  a  woman  pines  with  grief  at  the  apparent  cold¬ 
ness  of  her  husband,  when  the  beam  is  in  her  own 
eye,  and  she  cannot  clearly  see.  The  coldness  is  in 
her  manner  and  she  can  discern  nothing  but  faults 
in  her  husband.  Jealousy  makes  women  act  unwisely ; 
it  takes  away  the  noblest  faculties  of  the  mind,  and 
plants  unpleasant  feelings,  prompted  by  the  evil  one, 
to  bring  destruction  upon  her.  Prayer  will  over¬ 
come  it,  for  the  Lord  will  not  suffer  that  one  who 
prays  earnestly  for  its  banishment  long  shall  suffer  the 
excruciating  torment  of  jealousy.  I  bear  my  testi¬ 
mony  that  polygamy  is  true  *  that  this  principle  was 
revealed  from  the  heavens  to  bless  both  men  and 
women,  and  to  crown  them  with  glory.  Persecutors 
may  persecute,  laws  may  be  made,  but  they  will  not 
prevail,  for  they  are  antagonistic  to  the  laws  of  God, 
and  we  will  obey  the  divine  command  of  heaven  re¬ 
vealed  by  God,  the  law  of  Celestial  Marriage,  fearless 
of  consequences.  Right  is  on  our  side,  and  might 
cannot  overcome  it.  Boldly,  firmly,  let  us  obey  this 
righteous  law,  and  let  our  enemies  howl ;  but  the  day 
will  come,  that  if  they  do  not  repent,  it  will  be 
worse  than  monogamy  with  men.  As  they  have  railed 
against  plurality  and  persecuted  the  Saints  of  the 
Most  High  God  for  believing'in  this  holy  order,  they 
will  have  no  wife  to  keep  them  company  in  the  dark 
region  of  despair.  There  they  will  see  their  error, 
but  cannot  rectify  it ;  the  time  will  be  past. 

Be  not  afraid  of  plural  marriage,  for  the  Lord 
will  provide  for  those  who  do  His  will  and  keep  His 
commandments.  It  is  honorable  in  all,  and  brings 
the  blessings  of  the  Father  to  His  obedient  ones. 
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The  Companions  of  Man. 

Composed  for  a  Surprise  Birthday  Celebration. 

A  babe,  pure,  sweet,  and  lovely  ;  loved,  caressed, 
At  first  is  man.  Then  dawning  intellect 
Awakens  curiosity,  and  months  glide  on, 

But  not  alone  for  pleasant  happiness  ; 

For  pain  with  woeful  countenance  comes  by 
And  touches  him,  until  each  nerve  gives  back 
An  answering  thrill,  and  sickness,  pale  and  sad, 
Keeps  nightly  vigil  round  his  little  bed, 

Till  rosy  health  returns,  and  weaves  her  hand, 

And  pain  and  sickness,  flee  before  her  smile. 

As  she  attends  the  charming  babe  awhile, 

Joy  is  her  swreet  companion,  and  the  glow 
Of  sunshine  is  upon  him.  Strength  comes  too, 
Until  his  little  feet  can  bear  him  round, 

To  revel  with  delight  in  all  he  sees  ; 

To  call  the  flowrers,  and  watch  the  busy  bees — 
Take  lessons  from  the  ant—  in  wonder  gaze 
Upon  the  stars  that  nightly  burn  on  high, 

And  on  the  glowing  sun,  that  daily  comes, 

And  sheds  a  glorious  lustre  o’er  the  earth. 

The  silvery  moon  a  nightly  wonder  is — 

The  running  brook,  and  Nature’s  vast  dominion, 
The  animals  of  earth,  and  lofty  trees 
Are  teaching  him,  though  mystery  enshrouds 
All,  all  he  sees,  and  endless  questions  rise; 

And  some  of  them  are  answered,  some  are  not. 
Thus  passes  childhood,  and  the  sturdy  boy 
Is  chasing  Hope  or  dashing  after  Joy: 

Eager  for  life,  and  all  that  yet  may  come, 

Nor  thinks  that  sorrow  may  attend  him  home. 

Oh  life!  all  drink  the  bitter  with  the  sweet! 

Oh  life!  your  joyous  moments  are  so  fleet, 

We  prize  them,  and  their  precious  memory 
We  linger  over,  though  a  stealthy  thief, 
Forgetfulness,  appears  and  robs  the  past 
By  thus  effacing  the  keen  sense  of  joy, 

And  by  its  step  doth  sorrow  hie  away, 

And  wounds  are  healed,  that  bled  at  every  touch. 

The  boy  becomes  a  man,  and  nobler  thoughts 
And  actions  are  his  own.  He  understands 
The  whys  and  wherefores  of  existence  here  : 

Love  crowns  his  brow,  and  throws  around  his  path 
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New  light  and  happiness;  a  wife  is  given  him, 

And  children  grace  his  board,  and  loving  call 
On  accents  sweet  their  father’s  cherished  name. 

Lean  poverty  may  come,  and  like  a  phantom  stand 
Beside  his  door;  he  looks  around,  and  says, 

“My  children  are  my  jewels,  I  am  rich  indeed.” 
Wealth  may  attend  him  with  her  gilded  shield — 

She  cm  not  always  ward  the  blows  that’s  dealt; 
Misfortune  may  o’ercome  her,  and  with  visage  sad 
Begin  to  whisper,  e ‘Everything  is  bad.” 

But  consolation  comes  with  cheerful  guise, 

Bids  him  look  up,  and  learns  him  to  be  wise. 
Wisdom  attends  him,  lighting  up  his  path, 

Comfort  and  Peace,  are  often  guests  of  his, 

And  rays  of  glory  from  the  courts  divine 
Shed  lustre  o’er  his  pathway,  bid  him  come, 

When  future  time  is  present,  to  his  heavenly  home. 
Thus  these  companions  come,  and  go,  and  come, 
i  hat  by  experience  man  may  know  the  good 
And  profit  by  it. 

Thy  life  is  more  than  half  expired, 
Unless  the  age  of  man  is  lengthened  out 
Again,  as  once  it  was  in  ancient  times. 

Here  thou  hast  had  the  taste  of  good  and  bad, 

While  joy  and  sadness,  each  had  mastery 
Within  the  compass  of  thy  life.  But  now, 

We  bid  surprise  run  on  to  greet  thee  here, 

And  give  thee  joy  upon  thy  natal  day. 

We  ask  that  many  years  may  numbered  be 
To  thee,  and  plenty,  peace,  joy,  comfort,  be 
Thy  steadfast  friends,  to  make  the  shadows  flee 
That  oft  attends  the  steps  of  mortals  here. 

May  all  that’s  good  be  thine  the  coming  year; 

The  blessings  of  our  Father  rest  on  thee 
Through  ages  of  eternity. 

And  on  thy  wives,  and  children,  blessings  rest, 

And  may’st  thou  feel  thyself  forever  blest! 

These  sincere  wishes  of  our  hearts  we  give, 

Qur  Brother  and  our  Friend;  long  may  he  live! 
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Naomi  and  Sylvanus, 

By  Lake  Champlain  Naomi  strolled, 

As  on,  the  moon-lit  evening  rolled; 

In  youthful  beauty,  and  in  pride, 

For  he  walked  by  her,  by  her  side, 

The  one  that  soon  would  call  her  bride. 

Let  evening  pass  in  silvery  light, 

Let  stars  come  glimmering  in  and  out 
The  lovely  sky,  through  all  the  night, 

And  let  the  evening  breezes  swell 
The  little  song  that  “Allis  well.” 

For  joy,  and  peace,  are  with  them  now, 

For  love  has  crowned  each  youthful  brow; 

Its  hopes  are  flashing  in  their  eyes, 

Their  spirits  lifted  to  the  skies; 

The  soft  night  air,  the  nodding  leaves, 

The  ripple  left  by  the  dancing  breeze, 

The  lake  a  mirror  spread  before, 

Their  eyes  that  see  no  distant  shore ; 

All,  all,  give  peace,  nor  breathe  a  sigh, 

Or  speak  a  thought  that  one  must  die. 

“To-morrow,  when  speeds  fast  the  day, 

The  sun  has  set  in  splendor  gay, 

With  clouds  around  as  banners  bright, 

To  herald  in  the  coming  night; 

To-morrow  night  we’ll  wedded  be, 

My  own,  my  loved,  my  Naomi.” 

With  tender  clasp,  and  many  a  kiss, 

Their  hearts  seemed  running  o’er  with  bliss; 
The  hours  sped  on  with  love’s  young  dream, 
Nor  came  a  blight  these  two  between. 

They  saw  the  lake  that  lovely  smiled, 

Nor  thought,  deceitfully  beguiled, 

That  lake  would  be  a  means  of  woe, 

Or  that  its  depths  could  torture  so. 

They  came  unto  the  garden  gate, 

Then  stopped  and  talked — the  hours  were  late. 
They  said  good  bye,  then  turned  again, 

And  pleased  were  each  to  still  remain; 

At  last — at  last — they  bade  good  night— 
Sylvanus  soon  was  out  of  sight; 

Upon  his  coal  black  steed  he  rode, 

And  passed  beneath  the  shadowy  wood. 
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Naomi  turned,  and  sought  the  house, 
With  footsteps  stealthy,  not  to  rouse 
The  sleepers  dear  unto  her  heart, 
From  whom  so  soon,  she  was  to  part. 


The  morning  came,  and  bathed  in  clouds, 
The  sky  in  regal  beauty  shone, 

In  shifting  colors  all  around, 

To  make  for  Sol  a  fitting  throne. 

The  first  red  streak  came  flashing  out, 
And  purple  richly  gleamed  about; 

The  faintest  pearly  green  and  gold, 

Then  round  the  throne  in  beauty  rolled, 
What  splendor  to  surround  the  king 
Of  day,  that  ever  beauties  fling, 

With  rays  of  light  o’er  every  thing. 

The  lovely  lake  in  beauty  smiled, 

The  sun’s  rays  glinted  field  and  wild, 

Lit  up  the  trees,  with  emerald  green, 
While  sapphire  hues  in  heaven  were  seen. 
Rolled  back  the  sombre  shades  of  night, 
That  westward  flew  with  footsteps  light; 
The  flowers  their  colors  drew  from  him, 
Acknowledged  o’er  the  world  as  King. 
Celestial  globe  !  in  beauty  bright, 

Imparts  to  earth  celestial  light; 

Without  its  rays  we  could  not  live, 

And  naught  without  its  rays  could  thrive 

Naomi  walked  with  troubled  fears, 
Perplexed  herself  with  fleeting  cares, 

But  tried  to  put  the  shadow  by, 

Lest  it  should  wander  all  too  nigh, 

She  looked  adown  the  village  road, 

And  saw  Sylvanus  by  the  wood; 

“He  comes,”  she  said,  “he  comes  to  stay, 
He  will  be  with  me  all  the  day.” 

He  came  and  eager  took  her  hand, 

And  called  her  4 ‘fairest  of  the  land;” 

The  dearest  to  his  heart  that  day. 

But  told  her  he  must  go  away, 

The  boatmen  would  not  let  him  stay; 
‘‘But  one  trip  more,  and  all  is  o’er  !” 

He  scarce  could  tell  her  one  word  more; 
Grief  in  their  hearts  held  carnival, 

To  part  when  all  was  going  well, 
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To  part  upon  the  wedding  day; 

Bnt  he  must  go — he  could  not  stay; 

With  many  a  sigh  the  last  farewell 
Was  said;  while  loving  hearts  would  swell, 
Although  but  little  time  would  lack 
Ere  he  would  be  from  duty  back — 

Ere  he  would  come  rnd  claim  a  bride — 

Ere  gladly  he  on  land  abide, 

Protector  by  Naomi  s  side. 

The  last  farewell  in  sorrow  given; 

The  thought  of  meeting  seemed  like  heaven. 
The  tear-drops  came  like  summer  rain, 
Their  hearts  were  beating  then  with  pain; 
But  still,  each  tried  the  other  one 
To  cheer,  by  saying,  “Not  for  long 
Will  be  the  stay;  then  will  we  meet, 

And  time  will  fly  with  footsteps  fleet.” 

He  rode  away — went  down  the  lake 
To  gain  more  wealth  for  her  dear  sake. 

He  came  no  more  unto  her  door — 

She  patiently  her  sorrow  bore, 

With  troubled  fears  of  something  more. 

She  said,  to  keep  her  hopes  alive, 

“One  little  day,  then  three,  four,  five, 

Then  I’ll  be  his,  if  we’re  alive.” 

Ere  he  had  time  to  go  and  come 
She  saw  the  black  steed  coming  home! 

At  first  a  joy  shot  through  her  heart, 

And  then  there  pierced  an  anguished  dart- 
She  saw  Sylvanus  rode  him  not, 

And  knew  that  sorrow  was  her  lot. 

“He  comes  no  more!”  she  cried  in  grief, 
But  tears  came  not  to  her  relief. 

“Where  is  he?”  and  the  rider  said: 
“Sylvanus  comes,  but  he  is  dead! 

The  lake’s  dark  waters  closed  above 
The  one  that  you  so  dearly  love.” 

Unhappy  lot!  to  lose  so  soon 
Earth’s  brightness — have  it  set  in  gloom. 
Unhappy  maiden!  thus  to  be 
Schooled  early  in  adversity. 

She  bowed  her  head,  she  wept,  and  said 
I’m  wedded  now  unto  the  dead; 

His  memory  will  I  cherish  ever, 

And  I  will  marry,  never,  never!” 

The  loved  was  laid  away  to  rest, 

With  flowers  above  the  silent  breast; 
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With  mournfulness  and  saddened  tread, 

The  young  laid  down  the  early  dead; 

And  life  seemed  drear,  and  dull,  and  cold, 

To  her  whose  heart  was  ’neath  the  mould. 

'lo  her  who  loved  but  once,  and  staid 
In  singleness,  till  time  had  laid 
His  finger  on  her  rounded  cheek, 

And  stole  her  roses  by  his  freak; 

Dimmed  eyes  of  brightness,  silvered  o’er 
Her  auburn  hair;  and  then  no  more 
She  suffered,  for  kind  Death,  her  friend. 
Appeared  to  tell  her  life  should  end. 

In  cheerful  guise  he  came  to  her, 

Made  love  again  her  bosom  stir; 

Naomi  by  the  hand  he  took, 

And  turned  her  breathless  by  his  look. 

Her  spirit  cried,  “oh,  joy  to  me! 

Sylvanus  I  will  come  to  thee!” 

Long  in  the  spirit  world  they  lived, 

Until  expected  time  arrived 
That  they  had  watched  lor  eagerly; 

When  mortal  friends  would  turn  tne  key, 

And  give  them  baptism  to  the  truth, 

That  they  knew  not  when  in  their  youth. 

They  knew  redemption’s  plan,  and  said, 

“Oh,  when  will  mortals  bless  the  dead  V” 

Time  passed;  the  Temple  gleamed  and  shone 
Like  burnished  silver  in  the  sun; 

Its  windows  glinted  back  the  beams 
*  Of  rising  sun,  with  richest  gleams 

Of  fire  and  splendor,  as  the  sun 
Was  glowing  in  at  eastern  ones. 

There  came  the  friends  and  sunk  beneath 
The  wave  (that  symbolizeth  death) 

For  them,  and  they  with  rapture  great 
Felt  blest  within  their  third  estate. 

Left  demons’  dark  dominions,  then 
Sat  with  the  just — and  then  again 
Went  higher  still,  as  friends  for  them 
Remembered  all.  Their  spirits  came 
Where  vows  were  given  to  each  other 
For  those  that  died — not  for  another; 

For  those  alone  these  vows  were  given, 
Recorded  in  the  books  of  heaven. 

What  joy  they  felt  that  this  could  be, 
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Wedded  for  all  eternity! 

How  wise  this  plan,  by  God  revealed, 

That  friends  for  friends  can  now  be  sealed; 
And  greatest  blessings  be  received 
By  all  that  have  these  rites  believed; 

That  sorrow  may  be  known  no  more, 

And  joy  be  theirs  forevermore. 


Sleep. 

Night  with  its  chilly  atmosphere  is  upon  us. 
Night  with  its  radiant  moonlight,  and  twinkling 
stars,  seeming  jewels  in  the  sky,  is  slowly  passing 
away.  Soon  Sleep,  the  near  semblance  of  Death, 
will  have  touched  the  weary,  the  maiden,  the  youth,  the 
aged,  those  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  the  innocent  babe ; 
and  then  labor,  sorrow,  joy,  comfort  and  discomfort, 
are  alike  forgotten,  while  its  potent  influence  is  upon 
us.  We  sleep,  and  vagaries  of  the  mind,  fancies  of 
the  brain,  and  conjurings  of  the  spirit  flit  before  us. 
At  times  the  veil  is  lifted,  and  a  picture  of  the  future 
is  presented.  Then  again,  the  past  troops  up,  while 
all  unseen,  a  magic  influence  is  felt,  and  the  spirit 
communes  with  some  beloved  one,  that  has  passed 
away  from  the  mortal  to  the  spirit  land. 

Sleep,  sweet  soother  of  sorrow!  Sleep,  magic 
sleep,  renovateth  the  tired  system,  renews  the  brain 
power,  while  dreams  give  a  shadowy  delight  to  the 
grand  land  of  Nod. 

Oh!  who  can  tell  what  we  owe  to  this  silent 
messenger  of  sweet  repose,  that  steals  upon  us  al¬ 
most  unawares,  and  closes  the  lids  of  these  mortal 
eyes,  to  lead  us  captive  at  its  own  most  fanciful  will, 
and  sometimes  takes  us  farther,  and  locks  us  in 
Dreamless  Castle,  where  we  slumber  profound, 
noting  nothing,  knowing  nothing,  until  we  are 
brought  back  to  life,  and  light,  and  .the  busy  turmoil 
of  a  daily  existence. 
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The  young,  the  old,  and  the  middle  aged,  alike 
hail  sleep,  as  nature’s  boon  to  bless  mankind,  to 
bring  renewed  strength,  to  invigorate  the  system,  and 
prepare  them  for  further  usefulness. 

But  not  too  long  let  Morpheus  have  dominion 
over  us,  lest  our  systems  are  enervated,  and  harm 
instead  of  good  be  the  result. 


The  Death  of  Joseph  W  Young. 

The  battle  of  this  life  is  fought,  and  won, 

By  him  who  recently  was  here  in  life, 

The  mission  that  his  Father  gave,  is  done, 

And  closed  the  wearying  time  of  wordiy  strife. 

A  mournful  cortege  paid  their  last  respects 
To  him,  who  labored  for  their  good  each  day; 
And  sorrow  dwelt  within  the  hearts  of  all, 
That  one  so  good,  and  true,  had  passed  away. 

And  long  his  memory  ’ll  dwell  in  every  heart, 
And  held  in  honorable  remembrance  here 
His  name  will  ever  be;  and  he  is  blest 
Amid  the  glories  of  the  spirit  sphere. 

The  tears  of  sorrow  that  bedew  your  cheeks, 
By  thoughts  of  what  he  gains,  will  dry  away ; 
And  sometime,  you  can  feel  the  calm  of  grief, 
And  patient  wait  the  resurrection  day. 


On  the  Death  of  Lucy  Leah  Spencer. 

O  dear  Lucy  thou  art  gone, 

To  brighter  realms  than  this; 

But  yet  thy  eyes  of  beaming  light, 

And  pleasant  voice  we  miss. 


Sweet  spirit!  thou  didst  flee  away, 
From  sorrow  and  from  ill; 
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To  join  thy  brothers  in  the  land, 
Whose  joy  thy  soul  will  fill. 

O  blessed  is  the  land  of  light, 
Where  sorrow  cannot  come; 

And  blessed  are  the  children  there, 
We  love  so  well  at  home. 


Then  may  we  not  repine  at  thee, 
Our  Father,  and  our  God, 

Although  the  ones  we  love  are  gone, 
And  laid  beneath  the  sod. 


I  ntemperance. 

Intemperance  is  the  foe  of  sobriety,  order,  peace, 
the  welfare  and  the  happiness  of  the  human  family. 
How  many  have  fallen  victims  to  the  deadly  enemy? 
Echo  answers,  ‘‘How  many!”  Those  alone  know 
who  have  battled  with  this  fierce  destroyer,  and  whose 
hearts  have  been  wrung  wi  h  anguish  by  the  sad  fates 
ot  their  still  dear  ones  that  have  rapidly  trod  the 
downward  path  to  the  yawning  grave. 

Happily,  my  lot  has  been  so  cast  that  I  have 
scarce  come  into  contact  with  the  inebriate,  and 
know  nothing  of  the  fearful  temptation,  the  hilar¬ 
ity,  and  subsequent  suffering  those  undergo  who 
are  destroying  themselves  by  drink,  except  that 
which  imagination  supplies. 

But  I  say  to  one  and  all,  if  you  will  you  can 
overcome.  Your  will-power  must  conquer,  if  you 
ask  the  help  of  the  Lord.  It  is  by  will-power  that 
you  can  conquer  any  evil  habit,  and  when  you  rise 
up,  in  the  majesty  of  your  will,  saying,  “I  will  give 
this  habit  up,  and  it  shall  never  have  power  more  on 
me,”  relying  on  the  help  of  the  Lord,  you  can  con¬ 
quer,  never  fear!  And  when  once  the  resolution  is 
taken,  when  once  a  covenant  has  been  made  between 
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you  and  God,  then  never  taste  again  the  forbidden 
article,  for  if  you  do,  good  bye  to  good  resolutions — 
they  vanish  like  the  morning  dew,  and  again  the 
chains  are  riveted  upon  you  tighter  than  before, 
Never  say  I’ll  try,”  but  UI  will,”  and  with  that 
will,  conquer! 

Do  I  lament  the  increase  of  intemperance?  I  do; 
and  gladly  would  I  see  our  young,  our  middle- 
aged,  and  our  old,  that  are  wrecking  their  lives,  stop 
in  their  career,  and  turn  ere  it  is  too  late. 

*  *  *  *  * 
Mothers,  how  can  we  impress  upon  the  loved 
ones  of  our  households  the  importance  of  temper¬ 
ance?  By  setting  the  example,  and  by  ourselves  nev¬ 
er  partaking  of  anything  that  will  intoxicate.  The 
Lord  has  told  us  what  to  do  and  how  to  use  liquor 
wisely,  what  it  was  designed  for,  and  can  we  not  be¬ 
lieve  Him?  Can  we  not  abide  by  his  promise  and 
have  faith  in  what  he  says? 

Then  let  us  prove  our  faith  by  our  works. 


Milly  Snow. 

O  Milly!  sweet  Milly!  O  dear  Milly  Snow! 

I  love  you  my  darling,  and  this  you  must  know: 

Blue  eyes,  and  fair  ringlets,  enhance  the  sweet  charm 
Of  Milly,  dear  Milly,  may  naught  you  e’er  harm. 


I’ve  loved  thee,  I’ve  kept  thee,  when  sickness  came 
tdgh, 

And  numbers  had  thought  you  surely  must  die; 

But  faith  in  the  Lord,  and  prayer  in  behalf 
Of  Milly,  dear  Milly,  turned  death’s  cruel  shaft. 

The  color  came  back  to  the  features  of  white, 

The  languid  eyes  opened,  looked  better  and  bright, 
And  smiles  came  again  like  the  breaking  of  light; 

To  tell  me  that  sickness  had  taken  its  flight. 
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O  Milly!  dear  Milly!  when  old  I  am  grown, 
And  you’re  a  young  lady,  O,  leave  not  alone 
The  one  that  has  true,  been  a  friend  unto  you; 

But  think  of  me,  visit  me,  charm  me  anew. 

% 


On  the  Death  of  Brother  Church. 

Beneath  an  elm  your  husband  lies, 
Beside  his  parents  resting, 

The  turmoil  of  this  life  is  o’er. 

But  you  he  still  is  blessing. 

*T  was  there  he  wished  to  sleep  in  peace. 
When  o’er  the  dismal  river, 

W  herewe  all  put  the  mortal  by, 

And  put  it  by  forever. 

How  beautiful  is  nature  there, 

Within  that  southern  country, 
Surrounded  by  the  scenes  of  youth. 

He  felt  he’d  not  be  lonely. 

But  you,  afar  in  mountain  tops, 

Are  often  of  him  thinking, 

The  tear-drops  glisten  in  your  eyes. 

Your  heart  is  often  sinking. 

Ah!  we  have  had  a  common  lot 
Here  in  life’s  rugged  journey, 

That  leads  us,  if  we  never  swerve. 

Unto  the  happier  country. 

My  husband  died,  as  yours  has  died, 
Away  from  wife  and  children, 

Nor  you,  nor  I,  knew  not  the  time, 

Each  ceased  to  be  earth’s  pilgrim. 

My  husband  lies  on  th’  mountain’s  side, 
With  cedars  branching  o’er  him; 

A  lovely  spot  amid  the  saints, 

Who  rested  there  before  him. 

I  never  saw  his  resting  place. 

But  dear  to  me  as  ever, 

Is  he,  for  oh !  I  know  he  lives 
But  just  across  the  river. 
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That  river  that  divides  the  dead, 

Whose  bodies  are  but  sleeping. 

From  friends,  that  live  the  earthly  life 
And  for  them  oft  are  weeping. 

That  river,  that  we  all  must  cross, 

To  gain  immortal  glory; 

Where  crowns  of  joy  will  given  be, 

And  peace  be  round  us  only. 

*T  is  there  these  two  have  met  in  peace, 
And  had  a  blest  re-union ; 

They  loved  to  meet  upon  the  earth, 
Their  spirits  were  in  un’son. 

The  resurrection  soon  will  come — 

The  Saints  immortal  rising, 

Will  greet  their  friends,  and  joy  abound; 
No  longer  Death  is  trying. 

For  friends  will  never  parted  be, 

In  graves  so  coldly  lying; 

But  when  the  mortal  is  put  by, 

Immortal  are  they  rising. 

O  happy  time!  O  glorious  time! 

Haste,  haste,  your  speedy  coming; 

When  Sin  and  Satan  are  enchained — 
The  day  star  bodes  the  dawning. 

When  will  the  bright  Millennial  day 
Burst  on  our  gladdened  visions? 

When  those  that  lie  asleep  in  death 
Come  home  from  spirit  missions. 

Hail!  hail!  with  rapture  every  step 
That  leads  unto  the  ending; 

The  Temple,  that  majestic  stands, 

Will  soon  the  veil  be  rending. 

The  spirits  of  the  dead  will  come 
And  bring  a  list  completing 

The  links  that’s  lost,  until  the  chain 
The  end  that’s  known  is  meeting. 

The  Order  too,  another  step, 

Will  help  this  day  to  usher; 

Then  to  the  truth  may  we  be  true, 
Whatever  we  may  suffer. 
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My  Heart  is  Another’s. 


My  heart  is  another’s,  it  is  not  my  own, 

It  beats  for  thee  only,  my  dearest,  alone; 

And  often,  and  often  thy  image  is  here, 

As  though  in  a  mirror  reflected  so  clear. 

And  I  sometimes  hear,  by  the  spiritual  ear, 

Thy  sweet  words  of  kindness  and  counsel  again; 
Though  never  I  see  thee,  I  know  thou  dost  cheer, 
And  in  my  heart  wholly,  alone  thou  dost  reign. 

Then  shall  I  encourage  another  to  win 
The  heart  that  is  loyally  beating  within? 

O  no,  never!  no!  may  the  time  never  come, 

I  would  wish  for  another’s  affection  and  home. 

September,  1876. 


Centennial  Ode. 


The  bell  rang  out  a  joyful  peal 
A  hundred  years  ago; 

And  shouts  of  freedom  rent  the  air, 
And  broken  was  a  tyrant’s  power. 

’T  was  God  inspired  these  men  to  feel 
Determined  liberty  to  know; 

For  He  had  said  no  king  should  bear 
A  sceptre  on  this  land  of  ours; 

For  His  own  purposes  to  bring 
His  Gospel  to  this  earth  again, 

His  truth  proclaim,  his  right  maintain, 

No  king  on  Zion’s  land  should  reign. 
Their  wrongs  were  many,  and  they  broke 
The  kingly  power,  and,  “sink  or  swim,” 
Or,  “live  or  die,”  their  hearts  and  hands 
Were  for  the  freedom  of  these  lands. 

O  noble  hearts  and  willing  hands! 

O  few  and  faithful  were  those  bands 
That  strove  so  hard4o  make  us  free. 

Thy  names  with  thankfulness  we  see, 

And  future  glory  waits  for  ye. 
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On  the  Death  of  Franklin  Spencer. 

My  little  blessing  thou  art  gone, 

Art  gone,  and  with  thy  brothers  sleep; 

And  desolate’s  the  hearth  at  home,— 

My  heart  is  seared,  I  cannot  weep. 

I  kept  thee  here  so  long  in  pain, 

In  hopes  you  would  again  be  well 

And  cheer  our  hearts  in  life  again — 

In  manhood  on  this  earth  would  dwell. 

Alas!  alas!  my  hopes  are  gone, 

My  babes  are  sleeping  cold  and  low, 

And  yet  the  Comforter  has  come, 

And  to  the  will  of  God  I  bow, 

I  hope  to  see  the  day  of  joy, 

When  we  can  have  our  babes  once  more, 

When  back  will  come  each  darling  boy, 
Aroused  from  death,  to  sleep  no  more. 

I  loved  thee  with  a  tender  love 
I  gave  no  other  here  with  me; 

Thou  could’st  not  stay,  thou’rt  gone  above, 
Angelic  spirits  sorrows  flee. 

My  little  darling,  thou  art  gone 

To  brighter  realms  of  joy  than  this; 

In  life,  and  light,  and  blessedness, 

Thou’lt  pass  thy  hours  of  joy  and  bliss. 

Our  beauteous  child  has  fled  away — 

Our  jewel’s  from  our  keeping  gone; 

But  we  look  forward  to  that  day 

When  resurrection’s  power  will  come. 


Come,  0  Come- 

Will  the  dumb  lips  never  whisper 
Words  of  comfort  once  again? 
Will  the  voice  that  now  is  silenced 
Never  breathe  a  sweet  refrain? 

Will  the  eyes,  once  dark  and  lovely, 
Never  look  on  me  again? 


From  his  presence  am  I  banished  ? 

Time  alone  will  heal  the  pain. 

O  my  George!  though  time  is  fleeting, 

Thou  art  still  remembered  here; 

Come,  O,  come  sometimes  and  see  me, 

Let  me  feel  that  thou  art  near. 

August  5th,  1880. 


Temple  Song. 

Shout  for  joy,  and  sing  this  glory, 
For  the  Temple  now  is  done! 

Tell  all  nations  this  glad  story : 

Here  a  work  has  been  begun 
For  the  dead  and  for  the  living, 
Whom  these  blessings  will  receive; 
And  rejoice  that  God  is  giving 
Power  eternally  to  live. 

Hallelujah!  hallelujah! 

Praise  the  Father  and  the  Son! 

God  of  Abram,  Isaac,  Jacob! 

Day  of  joy  has  just  begun. 

And  the  brightness  of  its  dawning 
Shows  the  breaking  of  the  day, 
That  the  time  is  fast  approaching 
When,  ail  sin  will  flee  away. 

Glory!  glory!  glory!  glory! 

How  our  hearts  with  rapture  swell, 
That  these  blessings  we’re  receiving, 
Who  on  earth  at  present  dwell. 
Thanks  to  God,  our  Heavenly  Father 
For  his  mercies  kindly  given; 

For  the  Priesthood  and  a  Temple, 

For  this  foretaste  here  of  heaven. 

Hallelujah!  hallelujah! 

Praise  the  Father  and  the  Son! 

God  of  Abram,  Isaac,  Jacob! 

Day  of  joy  has  just  begun. 

And  the  brightness  of  its  dawning 
Shows  the  breaking  of  the  day, 
That  the  time  is  fast  approaching 
When  all  sin  will  flee  away. 
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Love  Your  Mother. 

Love  your  mother,  darling  children, 
Love  her  while  she  stays  with  you, 

Love  her,  and  her  words  obeying, 
Gives  you  nothing  then  to  rue. 

Love  your  mother,  for  she  loves  you, 
All  the  day,  and  all  the  night; 

And  her  prayers  to  heaven  ascending, 
Help  you  to  maintain  the  right. 

Love  your  mother,  for  you  cannot 
Love  her  more  than  you  should  do; 

Love  her,  while  she  still  remaineth, 
Heed  her,  when  she  speaks  to  you. 

For  the  time  will  come,  my  children, 
When  you’ll  long  again  to  see 

Mother  dear,  for  we’ll  be  parted, 
Then  will  you  remember  me. 


The  Midnight  Bell. 

My  boy  came  home  so  tired 
And  cold  with  his  late  ride, 

Far  from  volcanic  mountains 
That  once,  all  terrified. 

So  long  in  ages  ancient 
Their  fires  were  all  aglow; 

If  now  a  fire  is  raging, 

Unseen  it  is,  below. 

The  midnight  bell  was  striking 
The  solemn  hour  of  night 

That  superstition  giveth 
To  every  evil  sprite; 

When  witches  ride  the  broomstick 
When  spirits  are  abroad; 

The  dead  again  revisit 

Old  scenes  they  once  adored. 

But  when  the  chime  of  midnight 
Should  cease  its  solemn  sound, 
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There  still  was  no  cessation 
And  Wonder  stalked  around. 

I  counted  thirteen,  fourteen, 

And  fifteen — still  no  stop, 

But  as  the  dismal  ringing 
To  higher  numbers  got, 

A  dread,  a  fear  came  on  me — 
Was’t  tolling  for  the  dead? 

Was  our  beloved  Pres’dent, 

Who  is  our  legal  head, 

Dead,  dead!  and  this  the  token 
To  let  the  city  know 

The  telegram,  heart’rending 
To  ISaints,  if  it  were  so? 

I  counted  still  the  striking, 

And  thought,  O  can  it  be? 

But  if  for  none  ’t  was  tolling 
No  care  would  trouble  me. 

At  sixty-five  it  fainter 

Bang  out  the  midnight  peal. 

Then  on  to  seventy-six  it  ran, 
And  past,  then  ringing  still 

It  went  unto  a  hundred — 

I  knew  no  one  was  dead, 

But  wondered  as  I  counted 
Two  hundred,  on  my  bed. 

And  then  I  waked  my  daughter 
To  hear  the  wondrous  clock; 

Then  dressed  myself  conject’ring, 
What  freak  the  clock  had  took, 

‘‘Perhaps ’t  is  war  it’s  meaning,” 
One  daughter  wond’ring  spoke; 

The  other  answered  quickly, 
“Perhaps  the  clock  is  broke.” 

“Perhaps  the  crazy  woman 
Has  climbed  the  dizzy  height, 

To  ring  the  dismal  pealing, 

And  give  us  all  a  flight.” 
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“Is  lost!  lost!  lost!  it’s  ringing, 

Or  fire!  fire!  fire!  is  here, 

We’ll  never  know,  till  morning 
This  mystery  will  clear.” 

T  was  like  the  “unseen  spirits,” 
That  rang  the  sailor’s  knell, 

As  on  our  ears  its  pealing 
In  midnight  silence  fell. 

“Perhaps  some  sign  is  showing 
In  heaven  that  all  must  see!” 

So  out  I  quickly  bounded — 

No  sign  was  shown  to  me. 

The  waning  moon  was  shining, 

The  stars  in  glory  shone, 

The  sky  no  sign  revealing, 

Told  of  a  hast’ning  doom. 

Some  looked  towards  the  Temple, 
For  fear  it  was  on  fire; 

“What  means  the  clock  by  striking?’ 
Did  each  one  quick  inquire. 

The  serenaders  making 

Sweet  music  through  the  air; 

Had  tried  to  keep  on  singing, 

But  gave  up  in  despair. 

At  twelve  they  thought  of  stopping, 
But  onward  struck  the  clock; 

They  ran  a  race  by  singing, 

But  found  it  would  not  stop. 

And  so  they,  homeward  turning, 
Said,  “If  we  do  not  go, 

The  clock  would,  never  tiring, 

Keep  on  its  striking  so.” 

The  bell  then  ceased  its  ringing; 

The  direful  peal  had  stopped 

Its  ding,  ding,  ding,  dinging; 

One  hour  had  struck  the  clock. 

And  all  its  ringing  counted 
Seven  huudred,  eighty-nine, 

And  when  it  ceased,  a  ringing 
Was  still  in  ears  of  mine. 
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The  morning  came  in  beauty, 
The  dazzling  sun  arose, 
And  then  we  found  the  secret 
lhat  robbed  us  of  repose. 

A  part  was  broke,  and  fallen, 
The  peg  that  took  its  place, 
And  so  the  clock  got  crazy 
And  ran  a  curious  race. 


To  Departed  George. 

Oh  George!  my  George!  my  best  beloved!  my  own! 
How  dreary  are  the  days  that  creep  apace, 

How  desolate’s  my  heart!  Oh,  none  can  know 
How  my  heart  longs  again  to  see  thy  face; 

The  children’s  hearts  are  starved  for  want  of  love — 
A  father’s  love  and  sweet  companionship. 

But  thou  art  dead!  No  voice  comes  from  the  grave, 
No  sound  of  joy,  our  hearts  so  madly  crave. 

But  all  is  still  and  silent.  In  a  dream 
Again  I  see  thee,  kiss  thee,  speak  to  thee — 

I  wake,  the  dream  is  past,  and  thou  art  gone, 

And  desolation  only  waits  on  me. 

O  hasten  temple!  When  thy  walls  are  reared 
I  then  shall  see  the  loved  and  lost  again: 

My  heart  is  yearning  for  thy  love  so  sweet; 

My  heart  is  crying,  “shall  I  see  thee,  when?” 

Would  I  prove  traitress  to  thy  love 
And  seek  another  on  this  mundane  sphere? 

O  heaven  forbid!  my  heart  is  true  to  thee. 

Although  I  crave  the  friendship  of  the  good, 

My  brothers  and  my  sisters  here  below. 

And  art  thou  dead?  and  art  thou  never  near, 

To  bring  one  ray  of  light  my  heart  to  cheer? 

Oh,  no!  I  will  not  think  he  comes  no  more 
To  comfort  me,  from  off  that  voiceless  shore; 

But  often,  often  is  my  husband  here 

To  comfort  me,  bring  thoughts  my  heart  to  cheer; 

And  I  will  rest  content,  till  I  can  see 

My  loved,  immortal  ones  restored  to  me 

In  all  the  bloom  of  health  and  beauteous  youth, 

Forever  saved  within  the  walls  of  truth. 
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O  George!  I’ve  loved  thee  from  the  girlish  hour 
That  first  I  saw  thee  -gave  my  heart  to  thee. 

Time  passed  and  we  were  married — then  again, 
Were  sealed  for  time  and  all  eternity. 

That  bond  cannot  be  broken!  Death,  so  grim, 

Has  not  a  particle  of  power  o’er  that, 

To  break  the  holiest  vows,  the  marriage  tie; 

And  ’tis  beyond  his  art  this  rite  to  snap. 

In  all  the  bloom  of  youthful  beauty  thou  wilt  come. 
Arising  from  the  cold  and  silent  tomb; 

And  I  will  see  thee,  speak  to  thee!  and  joy 
Unspeakable  will  fill  my  solitary  heart. 

No  longer  lonely  when  the  grave  will  give 
Back  unto  me,  with  resurrection’s  art, 

The  ones  that’re  lost,  the  precious  ones  that  sleep, 
For  which  1  am  so  lonely  that  I  weep. 

But  joy  is  theirs;  I  do  not  wish  them  here, 

With  mortal  bodies  shedding  sorrow’s  tear; 

Free  from  each  worldly  care  and  ling’ring  pain, 

I  would  not  have  them  in  distress  again. 

No,  no!  salvation  is  secured  to  them; 

Put  by  each  selfish  thought,  and  selfish  wish, 

And  think  their  happiness  and  glory  is  their  gain ; 
Their  present  state  a  life  of  joy  and  bliss, 

Down,  down!  each  sad’ning  thought,  each  agony 
Of  lingering  regret,  away,  away! 

I  will  rejoice  that  they  have  gained  salvation  sure, 
And  while  I  in  this  mortal  state  shall  stay, 

I’ll  seek  the  right,  cleave  to  the  good  each  day; 
And  with  my  feebleness  I’ll  work  for  this: 

My  full  salvation  in  a  state  of  bliss. 

February,  1874, 


I  Love  Thee. 

When  I  w'as  young,  I  loved  but  one, 
That  one  w'as  dear  to  me. 

In  life’s  springtime,  his  love  was  mine — 
Still  is  eternally. 

Though  death  has  taken  him  away, 

Still  to  myself  I  often  say 

My  George,  I  love  thee. 
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I  was  his  bride,  I  was  his  pride, 

He  loved  me  deep  and  true; 

By  God’s  own  plan  to  redeem  man, 

We  sought  the  cov’nant  new, 

And  found  that  love  came  from  above; 
Forever  I  could  say,  my  love. 

My  George,  I  love  thee. 

Then  sealed  are  we  eternally; 

I  am  his  wife,  though  he 
Is  sleeping  now,  is  lying  low, 

Yet  he  remembers  me; 

I  sometimes  think  what  joy  will  be 
Within  my  heart  wdien  I  shall  see 
My  George,  immortal. 

When  I  was  young,  I  was  his  bride; 

Naught  that  I  asked  was  me  denied; 

He  loved  me  truly,  and  I  loved 
Him  as  but  few  have  ever  loved; 

But  still  my  heart  is  crying  out, 

Without  the  shadow  of  a  doubt, 

My  George,  I  love  thee. 

I  know  that  thou  hast  passed  this  life, 

But  still  I  am  thy  wedded  wife, 

For  death  can  break  no  bond  that’s  given 
In  sacred  places,  brought  from  heaven; 
Revealed  by  God  to  children  here — 

I  feel  sometimes  that  thou  art  near, 

My  George,  I  love  thee. 

I  know  that  we  will  sometime  meet, 

And  by  thy  side  I’ll  have  a  seat — 

Be  crowned  with  thee,  forever  be 
Through  ages  of  eternity 
Thy  darling  wife,  for  loyally, 

My  heart  says,  George,  I  love  thee. 

I  often  wish  for  thy  advice, 

Thy  counsel  once  so  kindly  given, 

That  led  me  on  the  road  to  heaven — 

I  tread  alone  this  darksome  way. 

Now  battle  powers  of  ^arkness  here; 

My  mission  still  is  herb  to  stay, 

Maybe,  until  thou  shalt  appear; 

But  to  my  heart  thou’rt  ever  dear, 

My  George,  I  love  thee. 
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My  life  I’d  freely  given  to  save 
Thyself  from  coming  to  the  grave; 

Yet  when  the  dread  destroyer  came, 

And  cast  o’er  thee  his  gloomy  bane, 

I  was  not  by  thee,  saw  thee  not; 

But  in  thy  dying  hour  a  thought 
I  know,  was  for  me,  dearest  one, 

And  sometime  thou  will  silent  come, 

And  know  how  much  I  love  thee. 

September,  1876. 


A  Dirge. 


On  the  Death  of  Alexander  M.  Smith. 

Another  sleeps, 

While  friendship  weeps, 

And  sadly  parent’s  tears 
Fall  o’er  their  son, 

For  death  has  come, 

And  borne  away  the  object  of  their  love  and  tears. 

When  violets  blow, 

And  south  winds  flow 
Across  the  spring-like  plain, 

And  when  birds  sing 
To  mates  in  spring, 

Will  he  not  wake  again? 

He  will  not  wake 
When  violets  make 
The  perfume  of  the  air; 

No  song  his  ear 
Will  ever  hear — 

For  this  he  does  not  care< 

When  roses  bloom 
With  sweet  perfume, 

And  show  their  leaves  of  flame. 

And  notes  are  hushed 
Of  songsters  flushed, 

Will  he  not  wake  again? 

Awake?  oh,  no! 

It  is  not  so; 

He  will  not  wake  when  roses  bloom; 
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They  cannot  call 
From  the  sombre  pall. 

The  one  that  died  so  soon. 

When  autumn  thief 
Of  fallen  leaf 

Shall  come  his  round  again, 

Will  he  not  wake 
And  sad  hearts  make 
So  joyful  once  again? 

No  leaf  so  sere 
Will  he  then  hear, 

Low  rustling  on  the  ground; 

He  will  not  wake 
ri  ill  echoes  make 
The  heavens  resound  around. 

When  Winter’s  snow 
With  cold  winds  blow 
Across  the  dreary  pla  n; 

When  the  moon’s  bright  beams 
Light  up  the  scenes, 

Will  he  not  wake  again? 

He  will  hot  wake, 

He  cannot  shake 
The  sleep  of  death  from  him, 

Till  trumpet  sound 
Shall  echo  round, 

He  will  not  wake  till  then. 

Galesburg,  Knox  Co.,  Ill.  1849. 


Why  I  Never  Smile. 

Composed  before  I  joined  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ 
of  Latter-day  Saints. 

It  is  true  that  children  can  be  made  jealous  by 
the  injudicious  treatment  of  mothers  und  nurses, 
and  thereby  rendered  unhappy.  A  little  girl  in  a  fit 
of  jealousy,  killed  her  brother,  and  never  smiled 
again. 

They  ask  me  why  I  never  smile, 

When  my  life  to  them  has  no  stain; 
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They  know  not  ’ tis  the  guilt  within 

That  says,  “you  ne’er  shall  smile  again.” 

They  know  not  in  my  childhood’s  hours, 
When  I  was  careless,  gay  and  free, 

That  then  one  act  did  mar  my  life. 

And  smiles  can  never  visit  me. 

If  but  my  brother  lived  again, 

My  mother  smiled  again  on  me, 

Then  would  I  not  be  sad  and  grave, 

But  smiles  again  would  visit  me. 

But  thpy  are  dead!  and  I  killed  him! 

They  told  me  mother  loved  me  not! 

That  now  she  loved  her  boy  the  most. 

And  I  was  all  alone,  forgot! 

And  when  my  brother  sleeping  lay, 

I  watched  his  slumbers  peaceful,  then — 

Then  crushed  his  head — and  then  I  said, 
“Now,  ma  will  love  me  once  again.” 

But  when  she  heard  what  I  had  done, 

The  blood  stopped  throbbing  in  each  vein, 

The  color  fled  her  cheeks  and  lips, 

And  oh!  she  never  spoke  again. 

And  this  is  why  I  never  smile, 

For  guilt  and  sorrow  presses  here; 

And  smiles  will  never  come  where  all 
Is  drooping,  sad  and  darkly  drear. 


My  Boy,  I  Love  Thee. 

Thy  birthday  once  again  has  come 
In  Dixie’s  quiet,  peaceful  home; 

A  southern  boy  indeed  thou  art, 

And  warm  with  love  is  thy  young  heart ; 
And  on  this  joyous  natal  day 
Thy  mother  still  is  left  to  say 

My  boy,  I  love  thee. 

O  worthy  prove  a  mother’s  love, 

And  prize  it  all  the  world  above : 

Speak  not  to  her  a  hasty  word, 
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That  jars,  as  soon  as  it  is  heard, 

O’er  all  the  fibres  of  the  heart, 

And  brings  a  bitterness  and  smart, 

Though  still  she  loves  the«. 

Be  kind,  obedient  and  good, 

Be  never  to  thy  sisters  rude, 

But  speak  so  kindly  to  them  all. 

That  they  upon  thy  neck  will  fall 
With  kisses  sweet,  while  pleasant  words 
Will  echo  round  like  songs  of  birds, 

And  all  will  love  thee. 

This  is  the  way  that  angels  live :  * 

They  love  receive  while  love  they  give, 

And  happy  is  the  heaven  above, 

The  scene  of  purest,  happiest  love; 

Such  may  become  the  earth  if  each 
W’ould  practice  what  apostles  teach, 

And  love  each  other. 

Then  will  the  day  of  unity, 

Of  perfect  peace,  begin  to  be, 

And  may  you  live  this  joy  to  see — 

From  Satan’s  power  be  ever  free; 

The  dead  will  rise  and  Christ  will  reign, 

All  freed  from  sorrow  and  from  pain, 

Will  love  each  other. 

August,  1876. 


Death  of  Annie  Newton. 

The  bud  that  is  brightest  is  born  to  decay; 

Ere  it  blossoms  in  full  it  is  taken  away, 

And  all  that  is  left  us  are  memories  dear, 

Of  the  one  that  we  hoped  would  ever  be  near. 

O  grieve  not  too  much  for  your  desolate  home, 

For  again  to  this  earth  they  rejoicing  will  come ; 

The  father  and  daughter  rejoice  in  the  light, 

And  glory ’and  beauty  of  paradise  bright. 

O  think  not  ail  comfort  forever  has  flown; 

’Tis  for  a  wise  purpose,  to  mortals  unknown, 

That  the  best  and  the  loveliest  are  taken  away 
From  the  storms  and  the  perils  that  darken  the  way. 


BY  EMILY  B.  SPENCER. 


39 


Who  knows  what  the  fate  of  the  daughter  would  be 
If  the  Lord  had  not  set  her  sweet  spirit  free; 

While  the  storm  clouds  will  lower  she’s  resting  in 
peace — 

From  toil  and  from  troubles  she  hath  a  release. 

The  years  will  roll  on  and  they  will  arise, 

And  life  everlasting  will  be  their  sure  prize; 

And  glory  and  brightness  and  beauty  will  be 
Surrounding  the  lost  that  are  loved  so  by  thee. 


The  True  Christmas. 

In  December,  Christ  came  not 
Unto  Bethlehem’s  favored  spot. 

Not  when  all  was  still  with  cold, 

And  the  stars  shown  double-fold; 
Came  he  to  the  earth  to  live, 

And  for  men  his  life  to  give. 

Came  he  when  the  warming  spring, 
Clothed  with  beauty  every  thing, 
When  the  flowers  were  peeping  up, 
Bees  their  sweets  began  to  sup, 
Trees  in  green  were  lightly  clad, 

And  all  Nature  said,  “I’m  glad.” 

Angels’  heavenly  harmony, 

Sounded  sweetest  minstrelsy, 

Such  as  ne'er  was  heard  before, 
“Peace,”  the  message  that  it  bore; 
“Peace  on  earth  good  will  to  men,” 
Was  the  angels’  sweet  refrain. 


This  Unique  Birthday 

Of  Wilford  Woodruff,  one  of  the  Twelve  Apostles,  70  years  of 
age,  March  1st,  1877. 

Within  the  Holy  Temple’s  walls 
We  celebrate  this  day, 

For  seventy  years  have  crowned  thy  brow, 

All  hail!  to  thee,  we  say. 
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The  first  of  all  the  sons  of  men 
Art  thou,  to  celebrate 
A  birthday  in  this  unique  way, 

That  makes  thy  kingdom  great. 

For  many  that  have  passed  away 
And  dwell  where  spirits  live; 

Rejoice  with  songs  of  gladness  now, 

That  thou  these  blessings  give. 

That  they’re  redeemed  and  ransomed  ones, 
Can  live  among  the  just, 

And  numbers  by  a  proxy  here 
Have  put  in  thee  their  trust. 

Full  well  they  know  thy  power  and  place, 
Thy  honored  calling  here, 

And  they  rejoice  that  thou  hast  lived 
To  bless  them  in  their  sphere. 

How  often  the  destroyer  came 
To  loose  the  bonds  of  life, 

And  sought  to  bear  thee  from  the  earth 
Because  of  thy  belief. 

Because  thy  work  on  earth  was  great. 

And  much  was  still  to  come, 

He  manjT  times  hast  sought  thee  out, 

But  thou  wast  not  alone. 

A  power  above  his  power  forbade, 

Rebuked  him  and  he  fled, 

And  left  thee  still  to  bless  mankind, 

The  living  and  the  dead. 

And  we  rejoice  with  thee  to-day, 

That  thou  hast  lived  to  see 
This  birthday  in  this  holy  house; 

All  hail!  all  hail!  to  thee. 

May  many  birthdays  still  be  thine, 

We  wish  thee  peace  and  joy, 

With  gifts  from  heaven,  and  boons  from  earth 
May  naught  thee  e’er  annoy. 
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The  Starving  Irish  Mother. 

My  babe,  my  blue  eyed  babe,  my  blood  ye  take; 

T’is  well,  my  life  for  thine,  my  only  child! 

For  thine,  0  darling!  wilt  thou,  can’st  thou  live? 
Thus  cried  a  mother  in  her  anguish  wild, 

Her  dark  hair  from  her  brow  was  passed  far  back, 
And  morning  winds  were  playing  roughly  there, 

But  that  she  heeded  not,  for  long  ago, 

She  had  forgot  to  braid  her  raven  hair, 

Forgot  to  comb  her  shining  tresses  out, 

And  bind  them  as  she  w'as  rsed  to  do; 

For  Famine  grim  had  entered  that  low  door, 

Ane  death  had  come,  and  ta’en  a  loved  one  too, 

And  she  and  her  sweet  babe  were  left  alone, 

With  famine  sitting  on  their  own  hearthstone, 

Her  dark  eyes  now  were  hollow,  sunken  in, 

And  staring  wildly  into  open  space; 

Her  words  were  uttered  feebly ,  spoken  slow, 

As,  gazing  sometimes  in  her  infant’s  face, 

She  spoke  to  it,  and  its  blue  eyes  were  raised — 

And  then  ’twould  draw  its  mother’s  blood  again, 
While  she  would  raise  her  eyes  and  gaze  once  more 
On  vacancy,  into  an  airy  plain. 

Three  days  had  gone  and  still  no  food  had  passed 
Within  those  lips  from  which  the  blood  had  flown; 
And  sometimes,  from  those  shadow  lips  vrould  come 
A  low,  yet  deep,  and  hollow-sounding  moan. 

Night  came,  another  morn,  and  she  lay  dead, 

But  wi  h  her  babe  the  spark  of  life  still  stayed  . 

Its  blue  eyes  gazing  into  vacant  space — 

No  noise,  no  sound  of  life  that  young  babe  made. 


On  the  Death  of  My  Father,  Robert  Bush. 


Has  his  smile  gone  forever  from  this  earth, 

And  his  voice  now  be  heard  no  more  by  me? 

My  father,  where  art  thou?  O  smile  on  me! 

If  spirits  ever  come  from  spirit  lands, 
Communing  with  the  loved  ones  here  on  earth, 
Then  my  dear  father  wilt  thou  come  and  bless 
Thy  absent  daughter,  who  would  kneel  and  crave 
Thy  blessings? 
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I  know  that  I’ve  been  blessed 
Again,  and  yet  again  in  thy  kind  heart; 

But  I  would  crave  forgiveness  for  each  pang 
Which  I  have  laid  upon  thy  noble  heart; 

But  oh!  we  ne’er  shall  meet  again  till  we 
Shall  meet  in  that  blest  spirit  land,  and  then 
My  lather,  thy  sweet  blessing  I  will  crave. 

My  father,  didst  thou  meet  thy  loved  ones  there, 
Sweet  Julia,  and  thy  infant  Caroline? 

And  did  they  greet  thee,  father,  lovingly? 

And  wilt  thou  greet  me  when  I  come  to  thee? 
How  many  hours,  and  days,  and  years  must  pass 
Ere  we  shall  come  and  join  this  triple  band 
In  that  bright  world  of  knowledge,  light  and  love? 
My  father,  thou  hast  passed  “that  bourne  from 
which 

No  traveler  returns;”  but  wilt  thou  look 
In  love  and  smiles  upon  us  from  thy  spirit  place. 

Would  I  had  loved  thee  more,  yet  more — 

But  it  is  unavailing  now — Can  I 

Not  love  thee  though  the  rains  of  heaven  rest 

Around  thee,  loving  now  thy  spirits  form? 

My  father!  O,  my  father!  wilt  thou  not 
Come  to  me?  I  should  feel  thy  presence  here. 


Happiness. 

Oh  happiness!  thou  flee’st  fast, 

And  mocks  us  to  pursue, 

And  when  we  think  we  grasp  thy  hand, 
We  find  thy  pleasures  few. 

We  find  that  thou  wilt  stay  with  us 
If  we  are  kind  and  true, 

And  to  each  other  ever  strive, 

As  we’d  be  done  by  do. 

We  find  true  happiness  is  here, 

When  we  redeem  the  dead  ; 

And  in  the  Temple  of  the  Lord, 

By  Priesthood’s  power  are  led. 

We  find  thee  in  the  gentle  tone, 

The  kindly  look  and  act, 
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The  happiness  of  doing  good, 

Is  an  established  fact. 

But  in  the  riches  of  the  earth, 

The  costly  diadem, 

And  all  the  world  are  striving  for, 

Thou  art  in  none  of  them. 

We  bless  thee,  when  thou  dwellest  here 
In  lovely  hearts,  and  make 
Thy  home  with  us,  as  day  by  day, 

Our  journey  on  we  take. 


Patience  of  the  Saints. 


In  all  the  trials  that  have  come, 

True  Saints  have  murmured  not, 

But  blest  with  peace  and  happiness, 

Have  said,  ‘‘Whate’er  our  lot, 

The  Lord  has  blest  us,  day  by  day, 
Sustained  us,  when  He  saw 
That  wicked  men  had  ruled  the  day, 

Nor  loved  a  righteous  law.” 

In  patience  have  the  Saints  been  driven, 
From  pleasant  homes,  and  all 
That  cheer  the  heart.  A  Temple,  too, 
’Twas  destined  then  to  fall. 

When  sickness  and  when  death  came  near 
The  houseless,  homeless  ones, 

On  God  alone  their  hearts  relied, 

And  said,  “Whatever  comes, 

Thy  hand  we  see  in  good  and  ill, 

Thy  watchcare  and  thy  love, 

While  waud’ring  in  the  desert  still, 
We^praise  our  God  above.” 

They,  patient,  built  their  homes  again, 
Rejoicing  that  the  mounts 
Were  round  about,  and  desert  plains, 
Where  scarce  were  living  founts, 
Between  them  and  their  foes  were  placed, 
A  barrier  to  their  rage, 

That  they  in  peace  awhile  could  dwell 
’Mid  barren  plains  of  sage. 
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They  turned  the  barrenness  to  bloom, 

By  blessings  of  the  Lord; 

The  gulls  swept  crickets  from  the  fields, 
And  thus  starvation  ward 
From  that  same  faithful  band  that  came 
To  build  up  Zion  here, 

God  blessed  the  earth  and  waters  too, 

And  bade  them  not  to  fear. 

Our  Dixie  land  has  had  its  share 
Of  patient  wanderers, 

That  in  the  heat,  with  little  food, 

’Mid  many  toils  and  cares, 

Their  mission  faithfully  fulfilled,  ' 

Till  now  they  see  repaid 
A  thousand  fold  their  weary  lot, 

Where  trees  and  vines  give  shade. 

A  Temple  too,  in  spotless  white, 

By  magic  seemed  to  rise; 

A  thousand  hands  have  willingly 
Beared  Tip  ward  to  the  skies 
The  walls  and  dome — have  worked  therein 
With  gladness,  and  with  joy, 

Where  foes  were  not,  no  mobs  were  here 
To  seek  them,  and  annoy. 


Frankie. 


“Mother  please  write  of  Frankie”  said  my  boy 
Sweet  Frankie!  in  the  years  gone  by, 

I  saw  my  darling  babe  must  die — 

He  passed  away,  and  kneeling  there, 

His  father  wept  for  Frankie  dear. 

My  babe  upon  my  lap  still  lay; 

We  had  not  power  to  bid  him  stay, 

Grief  was  our  guest,  when  death  had  come 
To  take  him  from  his  parents’  home. 

His  father’s  tears  flowed  freely  then, 

But  mine  seemed  sealed  the  founts  within, 

My  heart  beat  on,  in  silent  pain, 

For  death  had  sought  my  home  again. 
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Compassion  touched  my  heart  of  woe, 
And  pity  gave  to  it  aglow; 

I  sought  to  comfort  him  I  loved, 

Who  grieved  for  him — from  us  removed. 

We  ne’er  forgot  the  darling  boy, 

Who  for  a  time  had  given  joy, 

The  sweet  blue  eyes,  the  shining  hair, 
The  coral  mouth,  complexion  fair. 

The  sparkling  eyes,  and  winsome  ways, 
Of  baby  Frankie’s  fleeting  days, 

Are  still  remembered  here  by  me — 

His  Father  now  can  Frankie  see. 

My  boy,  stand  by  me,  help  me  now, 
And  earn  a  crown  to  grace  thy  brow, 

By  every  word,  and  work  of  good, 
Began  while  still  in  blest  childhood. 

And  never  stain  thy  father’s  name, 

By  any  act  of  crime,  or  shame, 

But  be  a  noble  man,  to  win 
Eternal  lives,  and  be  with  him. 


The  Judgements. 

The  lightnings  come  in  sheets  of  flame, 

And  thunder’s  loud  artillery 

Resounds  through  heaven’s  o’er  arching  fane- 

As  God  has  told  that  it  should  be. 

To  warn  a  nation  of  His  wrath, 

And  plead  as  God  alone  can  plead; 

Alas!  in  Him  they  have  no  faith, 

And  think  a  God  they  do  not  heed. 

Tornadoes  sweep  in  terror  on, 

Destruction  in  their  wake  appears, 

And  Nature,  desolations  don, 

That  might  melt  iron  hearts  to  tears. 

The  earth  now  trembles  at  the  word 
Of  an  offended  God,  who  speaks, 

And  thunders  in  its  depths  are  heard — - 
They  think  it  is  but  nature’s  freaks. 
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Yhe  sea  in  angry  waves  sweeps  on, 

And  landward  comes  the  mountain  tide, 
And  surges  o’er  The  towns  are  gone — 
The  ancient  bounds  are  then  defied. 

Fires  burst  in  one  consuming  flame, 

And  cities  quickly  disapear; 

No  power  on  earth  the  fire  can  tame — 
Men’s  hearts  are  failing  them  for  fear. 

But  still  they  heed  not  God’s  requests, 
The  messengers  he  sends  despise; 

If  they’d  obey  His  grand  behests, 

Their  hearts  in  buoyancy  might  rise. 

In  praise,  and  prayer,  and  thankfulness, 
That  now  they’d  found  a  Living  Friend, 
That  still  mankind  could  ever  bless; 
While  wickedness  He’ll  surely  end. 


Knowledge. 


We  are  here  upon  this  earth,  to  improve  our¬ 
selves,  for  the  mind  is  a  jewel  that  needs  polishing 
before  |its  beauty  can  be  seen.  Then  should  we  idle 
days,  hours  and  precious  moments  away,  which  are 
the  gold  dust  of  time?  Nay,  nay,  but  improve  the 
minutes  as  they  fly,  until  we  have  gained  a  knowledge 
of  the  things  of  earth,  and  of  heaven,  of  sciences  and 
of  arts,  and  improve  upon  the  varied  gifts  that  have 
been  bestowed  upon  us.  Knowledge  we  can  take 
with  us  when  we  $e»ve  this  mortal  existance.  Then 
let  us  seek  to  adorn  the  mind  more  earefolly  than  we 
would  adorn  our  bodies.  Let  not  our  thoughts  be 
tied  to  fashion  and  folly'  but  burst  its  bonds  and  be 
free.  Learn  from  every  good  book,  and  by  the  spirit 
of  the  Lord,  and  then  we  but  cross  the  threshold  of 
learning,  and  have  but  begun  to  find  that  the 
more  we  learn,  the  more  we  understand  our  own  de¬ 
ficiencies  and  thirst  for  deeper  draughts  from  the 
fount  that  endowsjus  vrith  power. 
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Jensine  and  Ingar, 

Jensine  loved  thee,  long  ago, 

Ere  she  heard  death’s  river  flow, 

Ere  she  crossed  the  foaming  tide, 

That  like  a  gulf  yawned  deep  and  wide; 
Ere  she  felt  the  call  to  go  * 

From  this  world  of  pain  and  woe; 

Ere  the  spirit  took  its  flight, 

Ere  she  closed  on  earth  her  sight. 

Thou  wast  dear,  and  full,  and  free, 

She  had  given  her  heart  to  thee; 
Laughing,  lightsome,  gay,  was  she, 
Dancing,  blue  eyed  Jensine. 

Ingar,  stately,  cold,  and  proud, 

Let  not  thought  be  spoken  loud, 

Let  not  actions  show  her  heart. 

Though  for  thee  she  often  start, 

When  thy  glance  was  only  seen, 

When  from  her  thou  long  had’st  been; 
Though  thy  tones  were  to  her  dear, 

She  seemed  not  to  see  thee  near; 

Yet  if  danger  threatened  thee, 

To  avert  that  she  would  strive, 

Saying,  let  it  fall  on  me, 

That  this  dearest  one  may  live. 

Black  eyed  Ingar  thee  I  see, 

Beautiful  thy  curls  of  jet, 

Queenly,  stately,  noble,  true, 

Such  as  thou,  there  has  been  few. 
Death  has  claimed  thee,  long  ago, 

Little  thou  did’st  dream,  or  know, 

That  a  day  of  joy  would  be, 

Later  on  in  time  for  thee. 


0  Johnnie 

O,  Johnnie!  dear  Johnnie!  I  love  you  my  Johnnie! 
My  black  eyed,  my  darling,  my  dear  little  boy! 
Your  life  be  a  good  one,  and  long  may  you  living 
Be  unto  your  mother  a  comfort  and  joy. 

My  baby’s  now  six,  and  discarding  the  naming. 
Thinks  himself  a  man,  and  then  he,  o’erstepping 
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The  bounds  of  sweet  childhood,  imperious  orders 
Whatever  is  wanting,  like  prince  or  like  king. 

But  this  is  not  right,  but  please  mother,  please  sister, 
Should  be  the  sweet  style  of  dear  childhood’s  re¬ 
quests; 

Obedient  be  to  his  mother  forever. 

And  quickly  fulfilling  her  every  behest. 

For  then  a  good  man  will  my- sweet  darling  Johnnie 
Become  when  he  grows  unto  manhood’s  estate; 

Then  easy  ’twill  be,  through  a  life-time  of  honor, 
Obedient  be,  and  thereby  become  great. 

Sweet  one,  dearie  one,  blest  Johnnie,  I  love  you! 

I  want  you  to  love  me  as  long  as  you  live; 

'  This  sweet  bond  of  union  grow  stronger  and  stronger, 
Until  at  perfection  we  both  shall  arrive. 


Ye  Will  Yet  Come 


When  Famine  shall  come  from  the  chambers  of  want, 
And  stalk  o’er  the  earth  with  pomp  and  with  power, 
And  making  the  faces  of  thousands  look  gaunt, 

And  slaying  her  thousands  with  ease  in  that  hour. 
When  pestilence  comes  on  the  breath  of  the  wind, 
And  the  sons  of  men  breathe  of  the  poisonous  air 
And  millions  drop  down  at  the  breath  of  the  fiend, 
With  none  that  are  nigh  them  to  pity,  or  care. 

’Tis  then  that  I  think  my  kindred  will  see  me, 

And  come  to  Mount  Zion  these  sorrows  to  flee. 

When  war,  with  its  horrors,  is  spread  o’er  the  globe, 
And  the  blood  of  the  wicked  has  drenched  the  fair 
earth, 

And  Peace  has  departed,  for  rent  is  her  robe, 

And  Discord  and  Anarchy’s  taken  their  birth; 

’Tis  then  my  dear  kindred  you’ll  seek  the  fair  land 
Where  peace  and  where  plenty  alone  will  reside. 

’Tis  then  you  will  seek  the  Mormon’s  fair  band, 

As  swift  as  the  coming  of  wind  will  you  ride, 

And  seek  out  the  place  where  God’s  truth  is  revealed, 
Where  all  things  are  loosed,  and  all  things  are  sealed. 
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Where  art  thou,  mother,  where? 

Art  hovering  now  in  air, 

Or  does  some  world  confine  thee  now? 

Thy  spirit’s  prison  place, 

With  thy  ancestral  race, 

Who  wait  for  news  that  they  may  bow 
Unto  the  Gospel’s  joyful  sound, 

That  they  from  chains  may  be  unbound. 

Art  thou  thus  waiting,  too, 

To  hear  the  Gospel  new, 

And  know  thy  work  can  be  done  here 
By  children  that  revere 
Thy  name?  to  whom  thou’rt  dear, 

And  w'ho  has  shed  the  silent  tear, 

When  thou  departed’st  from  this  earth* 
And  took  a  spiritual  birth. 

Our  mother,  thou  art  gone — 

Thy  work  on  earth  is  done; 

But  yet  we  say,  ’tis  well,  ’tis  right, 

For  when  the  Temple’s  done, 

’Tis  then  the  time  will  come, 

When  past  will  be  the  gloomy  night, 

And  death’s  dark  bands  will  broken  be, 
And  pinioned  spirits  will  be  bree. 

And  we  shall  meet  thee  then, 
Rejoicing  once  again; 

And  that  this  time  we  all  may  see; 

Our  Father,  O  we  pray 
Thou’lt  keep  us  in  the  way 
Of  life,  that  leadeth  unto  thee; 

That  we  may  keep  ourselves  from  sin, 
And  everlasting  glory  win. 


Sweet  Child  of  the  Mountains 

Sweet  child  of  the  mountains,  the  joy  of  my  heart, 
The  pride  of  thy  father  in  life’s  busy  mart, 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee!  thou  prattler  of  home, 

Thou  makest  bright  sunshine  around  thee,  sweet  one; 
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Thou  cam’st  from  thy  home  that  was  bright  in  the 
sky, 

The  troubles  and  sorrows  of  this  earth  to  try,  • 
Preparing  for  scenes  that  are  brighter  than  this, 

A  home  that’s  celestial  of  joy  and  of  bliss. 

Sweet  child  of  the  mountains!  Our  father,  we  pray 
That  we  may  have  wisdom  to  guide  her  young  way, 
That  she  in  Thy  kingdom  a  woman  may  be, 

That  will  lift  up  her  heart  in  prayer  unto  Thee; 

In  sweet  righteonsness’  path  her  steps  may  be  led 
Until  evil  is  bound  and  dark  sin  has  fled, 

And  then  in  the  City  of  Zion  may  she, 

With  music  and  song,  forever  praise  thee. 


The  Best  People. 


We  are  the  very  best  people 

'That  dwell  on  the  face  of  the  globe; 

Far  up  in  the  tops  of  the  mountains 

That  are  clothed  with  a  snowy-white  robe. 
’Tis  here  the  very  best  people 
Reside,  in  plenty  and  peace, 

And  enjoying  full  liberty, 

Where  mobocrats  cannot  molest. 

O,  we  are  the  very  best  people, 

Of  scorning  you  must  be  fearful, 

Or  sometime  you  may  tearful, 

Wish  yourself  a  Mormon  disciple. 

t 

O,  we  are  the  very  best  people, 

And  Turks,  and  the  Pagan  and  Jew, 

By  Saints  can  have  full  liberty 

To  worship  whate’er  they  deem  true; 

And  Christians  of4  all  kinds  of  sects, 

And  skeptics  and  infidels  too; 

And  if  they  mind  their  own  business, 

Just  as  they  please  they  can  do. 

O,  we  are  the  very  best  people, 

Of  scorning  you  must  be  fearful, 

Or  else  sometime  you  may  tearful. 

Wish  yourself  a  Mormon  disciple. 
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Hope  Lay  Bleeding. 

[I  wrote  this  piece  while  coming  along  the  Mor¬ 
mon  road  in  Missouri.  The  prairie  was  beautifully 
dotted  with  wild  violets  and  prairie  flowers.  Then  I 
knew  nothing  of  the  Gospel,  but  strange  emotions 
were  felt  by  me  while  traveling  the  same  route  that 
the  Saints  had  traveled,  when  indeed  to  them  hope 
lay  bleeding,  although  then  I  knew  not  of  their  suf¬ 
ferings.] 

Hope  lay  bleeding,  lowly  lying! 

Lovely  maid,  we  thought  her  dying; 

Crushed  her  heart,  high  aims  #were  flying, 

While  she  vainly  still  was  trying 
Backward  to  recall  them,  sighing, 

While  they  faster  still  were  hying. 

Hope  aroused,  rose  in  beauty, 

Now  her  heart  spoke  of  her  duty; 

Bright  as  morning  was  she  truly, 

And  her  aims  came  to  her  duly; 

Then  she  saw  that  she  was  newly 
Entering  her  pathway  holy. 

Now  as  bright  as  sunbeams  glancing, 

Was  she  o’er  the  fair  world  dancing; 

Now  she  was  truly  enchanting, 

With  her  bright  fair  locks  enhancing 
Every  charm  her  eyes  were  flashing, 

Or  her  tinted  cheeks  were  adding. 

Hope!  we  found  her  lowly  lying, 

Badiant  maid,  we  thought  her  dying; 

Now  we  see  her  flitting,  flying — 

On  her  pearly  wings  she’s  trying 
Upward  still,  to  heaven’s  blue  rising, 

Where  all  joy  will  cease  her  sighing. 


When  Trouble’s  Nea‘r  Thee. 

When  cares  of  life  oppress  thee, 
And  friends  seem  false,  untrue, 
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And  words  in  harshness  spoken. 

Are  piercing  thy  heart  through, 

Know  that  a  trial  cometh 
To  prove  thy  faithfulness, 

And  seek  the  consolation 
Of  the  Lord,  unto  the  blest. 

The  devil  sure  will  try  thee, 

'Will  try  to  cast  thee  down, 

And  trouble  bring  upon  thee, 

And  take  away  tby  crown: 

But  baffle  every  effort, 

And  every  evil  plan,  * 

And  trust  in  great  Jehovah, — 

Put  not  your  trust  in  man. 

Our  Father  all  things  knowetb, 

Proves  us  by  trials  here, 

That  we,  by  standing  steadfast, 

Make  worth  on  earth  appear: 

Then  look  to  him  for  power 
To  bear  this  life  below, 

That  trouble  overcoming, 

Thou ’It  ever  onward  go. 

’Tis  but  a  checkered  lifetime, 

Of  shade  and  sunshine  too; 

{Sometimes  in  deepest  sorrow 
That  ever  mortals  knew, 

Sometimes  in  glowing  sunshine, 

Our  spirits  happy  dwell, — 

But  whatsoever  cometh, 

God  doeth  all  things  well. 

Grieve  not  for  father  absent, 

Although  your  anxious  heart 
Is  often  o’er  the  billows* 

From  reverie  you  start. 

If  he  is  honest  hearted, 

And  of  a  royal  tribe, 

Whene’er  he  hears  the  Gospel 
Will  be  on  truth’s  bright  side. 

When  storm  clouds  gather  round  thee. 
And  all  is  dark  before, 

’Tis  faith  alone  can  guide  thee 
Until  the  storm  is  o’er. 


BY  EMILY  B.  SPENCER. 


53 


The  Spirit  in  withdrawing 
Its  comfort,  and  its  light, 

Doth  prove  integrity, 

And  show  if  ifcnor’s  bright. 

And  when  the  Lord  has  proved  thee, 
While  st  indin g  all  alone 
In  darkness  and  in  sorrow; 

And  when  the  victory’s  won, 

His  smiles  again  illumine 
The  faithful,  trusting  heart, 

And  the  comfort  of  the  Spirit 
Takes  ’way  the  biting  smart. 

Take  courage  though  the  darkness 
Round  thy  young  heart  has  closed; 
It  will  not  last  forever — 

But  let  thy  soul  be  roused 
To  ne’er  be  deviating 
From  beaten  track  of  truth> 

But  let  the  right  be  mighty, 

While  still  in  days  of  youth. 

Our  Father,  in  the  heavens 
Is  merciful  to  us; 

Then  put  thy  faith  in  Him, 

Thy  love,  thy  hope,  thy  trust. 

He  ne’er  forsakes  his  children, 
Though  bitter  trials  cc  me, 

They  purify  the  spirit 
For  its  celestial  home. 

Then  courage,  courage,  courage, 
The  conflict’s  just  begun; 

O’ercome  the  trials  daily 
Until  the  goal  is  won. 

A  trial  is  a  blessing, 

Although  it  is  disguised, 

And  all  thy  life’s  experience 
Is  always  highly  prized. 

Then  n*ever,  never  falter, 

But  firmly  gain  the  prize, 

Crowns  of  celestial  glory, 

And  everlasting  lives. 

And  then  all  trials  ended, 

All  sorrows  here  below, 

All  taste  of  pain  is  over, 

But  sympathy  thou’lt  know. 
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The  Future. 

« 

What  speaks  the  future?  Famine,  pain  and  death, 
And  war  tones  ringing  forth  with  fiery  breath. 

Till,  speeding  on,  the  nations  fiercely  clash 
In  all  their  action — to  destruction  rush. 

Yet  far  above  discordant  notes  is  heard 
Sweet  Consolation  breathing  forth  her  word 
To  honest  hearts,  the  faithful  and  the  true, 

That  in  the  night  of  time  our  God  will  show. 

His  wondrous  works  of  power  and  majesty 
Will  calm  the  mighty  tempest;  liberty 
Kestore  o’er  all  the  earth  in  purity; 

Then  breaks  the  glory  of  eternal  day, 

Upon  the  ones  that  humbly  faithful  stay; 

Then  holiness  will  reign  o’er  all  the  land, 

And  lovelines  will  bloom  on  every  band. 

Both  earth  and  man  will  be  redeemed  from  woe. 
And  light,  intelligence  and  goodness  flow 
Through  every  heart  that’s  gained  the  victory, 
That’s  won  the  prize- — that  lives  celestially. 


On  the  Death  of  George  and  Moses 
Robert  Spencer. 

O  George!  my  George!  our  hearts  have  been  sore 
tried, 

For  life  unto  our  babes  has  been  denied; 

The  earthly  life,  the  life  of  sin  and  pain, 

That  all  inherit,  with  a  numerous  train 
Of  ills  and  evils,  sorrows,  toils  and  strife, 

And  wickedness  with  which  the  world  is  rife. 

O  George,  our  babes  were  sweet  and  lovely  too, 

But  they  have  passed  unto  a  land  that’s  new. 

And  beautiful,  and  bright,  where  joy*and  love. 

And  peace  rests  down  upon  them,  there  above. 

Our  little  babe,  our  Moses  Robert  died, 

Ere  life  upon  this  earth  he  long  had  tried; 

But  lived  to  have  his  parents’  parents’  names 
Sealed  on  his  head.  The  God  above  that  reigns, 

Saw  fit  that  on  our  babe  death’s  power  should  rest. 
Ere  he  had  learned  a  mother’s  fond  caress, 

Or  known  the  kindness  of  a  father’s  heart  ; 
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Then  had  we  from  our  lovely  babe  to  part, 

But  still  the  Lord  saw  that  His  chastening  rod, 
Was  not  enough  to  keep  our  hearts  to  God, 

And  felt  to  take  his  lovely,  noble  boy, 

That  He  gave  to  us  for  awhile,  to  joy 

Our  hearts,  to  sweeten  life’s  dark  pathway  here, 

Too  lovely,  noble,  was  he  for  this  sphere. 

Although  we  loved  him,  thought  him  such  a  prize, 
A  heavenly  gift  from  Father  in  the  skies. 

A  lovely  boy,  a  sweet  and  noble  one, 

A  precious  prize,  but  from  us  he  has  gone 
Unto  the  spirit  world  of  light  and  life, 

Where  comes  not  pain,  nor  ill,  nor  evil  strife, 

Nor  evil  spirits  warring  to  o’ercome, 

And  take  the  precious  spirits  to  their  home.  . 

But  in  that  home  of  beauty,  life  and  light, 

Of  all  that’s  lovely,  beautiful  and  bright, 

Our  God,  our  Father,  and  his  Father  placed 
In  mercy,  kindness,  love,  the  one  that  graced 
Our  family  circle,  with  his  loveliness. 

While  he  was  here  we  felt  that  we  were  blest; 

O  God!  our  Father,  grant  that  we  may  feel 
That  we  are  blest,  although  the  dart  is  keen 
That  pierces  us  with  sorrow,  o’er  and  o’er; 

To  know  that  we  can  see  our  boy  no  more, 

Nor  clasp  him  in  our  arms,  nor  feel  his  love, 

Nor  see  the  sweet  smile  of  our  precious  dove; 

But  may  thy  spirit  unto  us  be  given. 


On  the  Death  of  Hector  Wiley. 


Quietly  sleeps  he, 

The  weary  and  worn; 
Unbroken  the  slumbers, 

He  sleeps  in  the  tomb, 

Till  breaketh  the  morning 
When  dead  shall  appear; 
Then  waketh  he  once  more 
The  one  thou  hold’st  dear. 

Short  was  his  season 
Of  life  on  this  earth, 

Pain ,  sickness  and  sorrow, 
Was  his  from  his  birth. 
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At  rest  is  the  dear  one 
From  woes  of  this  world, 

And  banners  of  bright  truth 
To  him  be  unfurled. 

In  peace  sleep  thee  on, 

Lill  trumpet  shall  sounding, 
Break  open  thy  tomb, 

That  has  been  thy  surrounding; 
Then  rise  thee  in  splendor, 

In  beauty  and  light, 

While  bright  days  of  gladness 
Succeed  the  dark  night. 


Song  of  the  Creation. 

Glory  to  the  Heavenly  Father, 
And  to  Jesus  Christ,  his  Son! 

For  the  blessings  of  the  future, 

For  an  earth  that’s  just  begun. 

See  it  from  the  elements, 

From  the  dark  chaotic  space, 
Rolling  forth  in  brilliant  splendor, 
’Mong  the  worlds  to  take  a  place. 
Glory!  glory!  glory!  glory! 
Glory  now  forevermore! 

Brighter  see  the  glory  beaming, 
Splendor  after  splendor,  still 
Rise  before  the  angels’  vision, 

As  it  comes  its  place  to  fill. 

Bright  abode  where  spirits  pure, 
Seek  their  bodies,  live  and  stay, 
Hark!  hear  spirits  now  rejoicing, 
O’er  this  bright  triumphal  day. 

Glory  to  God,  the  Father! 
Glory  to  God  the  Son! 

For  now  the  hosts  of  heaven 
See  wondrous  works  begun. 

In  righteousness  and  order 
We’ll  soon  descend  to  earth, 
We  cannot  be  exalted 
Without  an  earthly  birth. 
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Ceased  the  song~*—they  happy  singing, 
Wend  their  way  with  music  sweet, 
Saying,  that  the  day  hath  broken, 
That  this  day  for  God  is  meet. 

Blest  the  earth,  the  Father’s  making, 
All  the  things  thereon  are  blest, 

For  his  handiwork  is  perfect, 

Beign  there  peace  and  happiness. 
Glory!  glory!  glory!  glory! 

Glory  now  forevermore! 

See  the  trees  in  waving  beauty, 
Dancing  with  the  lightsome  breeze, 
And  the  birds  within  their  branches 
Sing  sweet  songs,  the  heart  to  please; 
See  the  flowers  in  beauty  rising, 
Sending  forth  their  sweet  perfume, 
Bichest  painting  in  their  colors, 

In  the  bud  and  in  the  bloom. 

Glory!  glory!  glory!  glory! 

Glory  now  forevermore. 

See  the  lion  and  the  leopard, 

See  the  light  deer  bounding  round. 
See  the  royal  tiger  sleeping 
With  the  lamb  upon  the  ground; 

All  the  earth  and  all  creation 
Cometh  pure  from  God’s  own  hand, 
But  there  needeth  one  descending 
There  to  rule  the  happy  land. 

Glory!  glory!  glory!  glory! 

Glory  now  forevermore. 


Welcome. 

Welcome  to  our  upland  home, 

Nestled  in  the  mountains  lone. 

Where  the  cedars  darkly  lie 
On  the  mountains  rising  high — 

Here,  ’ tis  here,  we  welcome,  welcome  thee. 

Welcome,  where  the  people  love 
Brigham,  sent  from  God  above; 

Joseph’s  mantle  on  him  fell — 

And  for  this  our  song  we  swell, 

That  ’tis  here,  we  welcome,  welcome  thee. 
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Welcome,  prophet  of  the  Lord; 

Glad  we’ll  hear  thy  spoken  word; 

Glad  are  we  that  thou  hast  come 
To  Mount  Nebo’s  base,  our  home, 

With  glad  hearts  we  welcome,  welcome  the«. 

Welcome,  counsellors  of  thine. 

Given  by  a  hand  divine; 

Welcome,  elders  of  the  land, 

Ye  are  true,  a  chosen  band, 

And  we  sing  a  welcome  unto  thee. 

Welcome  to  our  peaceful  vale, 

While  sweet  flowers  scent  the  gale, 

While  the  birds  are  warbling  sweet. 

And  all  things  for  joy  are  meet, 

Here,  ’tis  here  we  welcome,  welcome  thee. 

Nephi,  1853. 


I  am  Near  You. 

On  the  Death  of  Alice  G.  Hey  wood. 


Father,  mother,  I  am  near  you, 

I  am  often  by^  your  side; 

Though  in  earth  my  body’s  buried, 
Yet  my  spirit  wanders  wide 
In  the  spirit  land,  rejoicing 

That  I’m  freed  from  earthly  woe, 
Freed  from  all  the  bitter  sorrow, 
That  I  would  have  had  below. 


Then,  my  father,  and  my  mother, 
Do  not  weep  that  I  am  laid 
’Neath  the  sod  so  still  and  silent, 
That  the  debt  of  nature’s  paid; 
For  there  cometh  soon  the  dawning 
Of  a  bright  and  glorious  day, 
When  we  will  receive  the  bodies, 
That  have  long  been  laid  away. 


Then  my  father  and  my  mother, 
Will  you  think  that  I  am  near. 
That  your  Alice’s  often  coming 
To  dry  up  the  bitter  tear? 
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That  my  arms  are  twined  around  you, 
That  my  kiss  is  on  your  brow, 

That  I  come  to  whisper  comfort 
To  your  sad  hearts  even  now? 


Come. 


Come,  kindred,  come,  to  mountain  t6ps, 
Where  Zion’s  strongholds  are; 

While  desolation,  famine,  plague* 

Ride  hand  in  hand  with  war. 

Be  meek  and  childlike,  be  baptized, 

That  sins  may  be  forgiven; 

By  laying  on  of  hands  receive 
The  Holy  Ghost  from  heaven. 

Escape,  escape  the  wrath  of  God, 

His  fiery  indignation, 

That  o’er  the  world  is  coming  fast, 

And  that  in  quick  rotation. 

His  voice  calls  loud  to  honest  hearts, 
Come  up  to  Zion’s  mount, 

Where  living  water  ye  can  drink, 

That  flows  from  purest  fount. 

Come,  kindred,  come,  where  Zion  reigns 
Come,  gather  with  the  Saints; 

The  wars  must  come,  the  wars  will  come 
With  dreadful,  direful  plaints! 

Come,  seek  this  land  where  God  is  known. 
And  worshipped  here  indeed; 

Come  from  the  idols  of  the  world, 

From  gentile  yokes  be  freed. 

Come,  where  the  day-star  bright  arose 
With  light  and  truth  divine; 

Come,  where  the  Spirit  of  our  God 
On  you  can  ever  shine. 

Come,  where  the  bright  millennial  day 
Has  burst  the  bands  of  night, 

And  gives  at  length  unto  the  world 
Serene  and  heavenly  light. 
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Come,  where  the  prophecies  are  seen 
Fulfilling  in  their  time; 

O  come  to  Zion’s  favored  land, 

Where  blotted  out  is  crime. 

Come  where  the  Saints  can  sing  to  God 
And  praise  His  holy  name, 

And  know  that  he  can  hear  their  songs, 
And  understand  tbe  same. 

For  He  has  ears,  that  He  can  hear. 

And  eyes  that  He  can  see; 

A  body,  parts,  and  passions  too — 

“0  that’s  the  God  for  me!  ” 

The  heaven  we  look  to  for  abode. 

Is  not  ’yond  time  or  space; 

This  earth,  redeemed  and  glorified, 

Will  be  our  dwelling  place. 

Then  come  where  you  can  learn  the  way 
God’s  kings  and  priests  to  be; 

Salvation  seek,  without  delay, 

To  Zion’s  strongholds  flee. 

Here  virtue  is  most  sacred  held, 

By  all  the  Saints  around, 

And  misery,  and  want,  and  woe 
Is  nowhere  to  be  found. 


To  My  Boy. 

My  boy,  ray  darling  boy,  where’er  thou’lt  roam. 
Bead  o’er  these  lines  when  thou  dost  feel  alone. 
And  know  a  mother’s  heart  has  loved  thee  well, 
Her  blessings  oft  upon  thy  head  have  fell. 

O  blest  one!.  I  do  love  thee,  love  thee  true, 

And  many  a  painful  sickness  watched  thee  through 
'Then  try  by  every  means  within  thy  power, 

To  well  improve  each  fleeting,  golden  hour 
Of  childhood’s  careless  time,  that  thou  wilt  be 
Famed  in  thy  manhood—  wise  thou  mayest  be. 

But  what  is  more  than  learning,  cling  to  truth— 
All  virtues  may  adorn  the  lovely  hours  of  youth. 

O,  blessings  on  thee!  may’st  thou  ever  be 
A  solace  and  a  joy,  a  comfort  unto  me. 
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He  Will  Come  Again.. 


My  husband  left  me — said  good-bye — 

For  duty’s  sake,  yet  called  to  die. 

And  in  the  long  last  sleep  to  coldly  lie, 

I  could  not  touch  his  lips  with  kisses  then, 

Or  let  the  rain  of  grief  fall  on  his  brow, 

Or  even  of  his  death  and  burial  know 
Until  I  ne’er  could  see  the  loved  again. 

And  when  they  told  me  by  degrees 
That  he  was  sick,  my  heart  beat  strange  with 
fear — 

And  ached  and  throbbed  within  its  tenement. 
And  further — he  ivcis  dead!  then  not  a  tear 
Dropped  on  my  babe  that  sat  upon  my  knees, 
And  looked  so  lovely  and  so  innocent. 

O  time  of  woe!  O  time  of  grief! 

1  he  stricken  heart  sought  hope  for  a  relief. 
And  hoped,  that  as  the  friends  that  came, were 
not 

With  him  that  died,  nor  at  the  buriaL spot, 

It  was  not  so,  but  rumor’s  idle  tale; 

While  nameless  terror  made  my  sad  heart  fail. 

I’ve  often  longed  my  George  to  see, 

But  nevermore,  has  been  the  death  decree, 
Until  sometime  (I  do  not  know  the  time) 
When  wrong  it  will  not  be  to  break  the  spell, 
And  show  himself,  and  then  it  will  be  well — 
No  law  be  broken  by  this  love  of  mine. 

My  heart  goes  out  to  him,  though  years 
Have  fled  since  last  I  saw  him  here,  and  tears 
Have  given  place  to  thoughts  of  future  joy, 
And  present  work,  that  in  his  spirit  sphere 
He  can  have  chosen  wives,  sealed  to  him  here, 
And,  working  for  the  dead,  my  time  employ. 

That  when  the  time  shall  come  that  I 
'Will  from  the  tomb  immortal,  George  descry, 
My  ears  will  hear  the  tones  approving  then, 
All  I  have  done  for  him,  and  others  gone; 

And  when  he  comes  he  will  not  come  alone — 
My  sister,  children,  friends,  I’ll  see  again. 
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The  Mocking  Bird. 


The  sweet  little  mocking  bird  sang  its  lay, 
Twit’ring,  chirping,  mocking  all  day, 
Flitting  along  the  elder  trees, 

Beautifully  waving  in  the  breeze, 

Calling  unto  his  mate  in  song, 

Making  music  all  day  long. 

I  love  to  hear 
His  notes  so  clear, 

His  music  shows  no  sign  of  fear. 

But  when  the  morning  sun  arose, 

And  passed  unto  his  evening  close, 

I  knew  that  there  had  been  some  foes 
Unto  the  mocking-bird  around, 

For  all  day  long  1  heard  no  sound 
That  told  me  that  the  bird  was  near, 

I  said,  “some  boy  his  song  has  heard, 

Some  naughty  boy  has  killed  the  bird; 

No  more  we’ll  hear  his  cheering  song 
Pour  sweetly  low,  then  loud  and  long. 

<£  No  more  behold  him  fly  around — 

His  leafy  home  was  rudely  found, 

His  life  is  gone!  No  boy  can  give 
Him  life  again,  or  bid  him  live; 

But  he  has  hushed  the  wondrous  bird, 

Whose  music  cheered  the  ones  that  heard.  ” 

And  silence  fell  upon  the  trees, 

That,  bending  with  the  cooling  breeze, 

Say  this:  “We’ve  lost  the  power  to  please, 

And  for  this, mocking  bird  we  grieve.” 

For  the  mocking-bird  sang  in  the  box  elder  trees, 
Choosing  his  home  ’mong  the  dancing  leaves; 
Trilling  and  chirping,  and  merry  was  he, 

Hoped  we  his  stay  all  summer  would  be. 

Gone  is  he  now,  we  hear  him  no  more, 

Singing  unto  us  his  varied  lore. 

Where  has  he  gone,  and  what  has  become 
Of  the  mocking-bird?  he  has  left  us  alone, 

The  meadow-lark  sings,  the  black-bird’s  song 
Is  now  unmocked  the  whole  day  long. 

The  songster  is  dead,  we  have  heard  it  said, 

And  all  because  a  naughty  boy 
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Wantonly  killed  the  bird  of  joy; 

No  more  we  hear 
His  notes  so  clear, 

As  he  poised  on  the  top  of  the  leafy  tree, 
And  warbled  forth  rich  melody. 


On  the  Death  of  Mary  Jane  Liston, 

Tears  were  shed  for  the  dear  one, 
Bitterness  of  grief  was  here; 

When  we  saw  thee  laying^cold, 

Mangled,  broken.  Death  austere 
Called  thee  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 

Called  thee  from  the  path  of  truth, 

Called  thee,  soon  to  pass  the  tide, 

O’er  the  gulf  both  deep  and  wide, 

Where  thou  comest  not  again, 

To  a  world  of  sin  and  pain. 

Thou  art  gone!  Thy  notes  of  joy 
Sound  where  nothing  can  annoy; 

Thou  hast  gone  where  others  go, 

Where  the  Gospel  blessings  flow, 

Where  thou ’It  meet  thy  mother  dear, 
Where  thy  friends,  rejoicing  there, 

Thank  thee  for  thy  work  on  earth; 

They  have  watched  thee  from  thy  birth. 
Shall  we  mourn  thee,  having  gone 
To  thy  spiritual  bourne? 

To  the  realms  where  millions  live? 

Where  some  day  we  shall  arrive, 
Nevermore,  returning  here, 

Till  the  resurrection  day 
Shall  in  glory  bright  appear; 

Then  we  come  on  earth  to  stay. 


We  Love  the  Twenty-Fourth. 

Hail!  hail!  we  love  the  Twenty-Fourth, 
This  day  of  liberty, 

And  we  rejoice,  to  celebrate 
The  pioneers’  glad  day; 
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For  many  from  the  States  were  driven— 

No  mercy  then  to  them  was  given. 

They  came  nnto  a  desert  land, 

As  prophets  long  foretold, 

Made  homes  amid  the  burning  sand, 
Endured  the  heat  and  cold, 

And  made  the  barren  deserts  bloom, 

And  fruit  and  flowers  the  air  perfume* 

War  clouds  have  hovered  o’er  the  land, 

And  threatened  us  with  gloom ; 

The  Lord  has  smiled — they  quick  dispersed, 
But  burst  with  sudden  doom 
Upon  the  nation  that  had  sought 
To  treat  us  as  a  thing  of  nought. 

So  we’ll  not  fear,  the  Lord  is  near, 

Upon  him  we  rely; 

If  we  do  right  no  harm  can  come, 

No  foe  can  make  us  fly. 

United  ever  let  us  stand, 

A  faithful  and  obedient  band. 


Emily. 


Who  is  it  that  is  dear  to  me, 

Who  kind,  and  good,  and  true, 

So  faithful  is  through  life’s  rough  road, 
Whose  virtues  are  not  few; 

Who  shows  her  love,  her  love  for  me? 

It  is  my  faithful  Emily. 

Who  was  it  smoothed  the  bed  whereon 
I  lay  so  fever  tossed, 

Who  counted  not  the  hours  she  gave, 

Or  felt  the  sleep  she  lost.  . 

Who  nursed  me  through  so  tenderly? 

It  was  beloved  Emily, 

| 

j _ _ ■  _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 


BY  EMILY  B.  SPENCEK.  65 


Famine. 


Oh,  sisters,  rouse!  and  sleep  no  more 
For  Famine  still  knocks  at  the  door. 

Shall  Famine  be  a  welcome  guest, 

Sit  down  with  us,  and  none  molest? 

Shall  this  gaunt  being  look  upon 
Our  happy  children,  sparing  none, 

And  with  unpitying  hand  laid  on 
Their  tender  heads,  their  hearts  benumb? 

Shall  this  dire  skeleton  sit  down, 

And  we  abide  its  fearful  frown. 

And  feel  its  power  in  great  distress, 

While  nothing  says,  “I  cannot  bless?" 

Oh  no!  oh  no!  we  still  have  power 
To  make  stern  Famine  fairly  cower 
And  take  its  journey  to  a  land 
That  has  not  known  a  guiding  hand. 

For  we’ve  been  warned,  and  warned  again 
That  it  would  leave  its  dreadful  den 
To  spread  destruction  round  the  ones 
That  gave  no  heed  to  inspired  tongues. 

So  store  up  now  the  golden  grain, 

To  save  yourselves  from  future  pain, 

To  lighten  then  the  load  of  woe 
That  maketh  mortal  hearts  beat  low. 

Go  glean  the  wheat,  ye  maidens  fair, 

And  for  the  days  of  want  prepare; 

Lay  up  your  treasure,  spend  it  not 
At  fashion’s  shrine,  that  senseless  spot 

Nor  let  the  pride  of  Babylon, 

Secure  the  wheat  so  dearly  won, 

Save  up  the  fruit,  save  up  the  grain, 

Ere  Famine  touch  the  land  again. 


The  Signs. 

The  work  of  desolation  drear 

Has  now  commenced,  and  famine’s  near, 
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And  trouble,  wars,  and  trembling  earth. 
With  pestilence  and  parching  dearth, 

Are  rolling  forward  on  the  earth, 
Betokening  that  the  end  is  near. 

And  these  are  signs  that  Christ  will  come, 
And  he  must  find  His  people  one; 

Then  let  us  join  with  heart  and  hand. 

To  build  His  Kingdom,  do  His  will, 
Honor  each  station  that  we  fill, 

And  be  a  faithful,  upright  band. 

Seal  after  seal  will  opened  be, 

Till  from  the  earth  the  wicked  flee, 

And  then  the  devil  will  be  bound; 

The  righteous  then  will  live  in  peace, 
From  trouble  have  a  sweet  release, 

And  songs  of  praise  will  echo  round. 

And.  all  things  glorious  will  be, 

When,  from  the  hand  of  Satan  free, 

The  earth  will  roll  upon  her  way, 

And  peace  and  righteousness  abound, 

And  all  is  love  and  joy  around, 

With  Priesthood’s  universal  sway. 


Who  Comes? 

Who  comes?  who  comes?  The  man  of  God, 
To  teach  the  people  right; 

Who  comes?  who  comes?  The  Chosen  One, 
To  give  us  truth  and  light. 

The  Prophet  of  Jehovah  comes, 

To  whom  the  heavens  reveal 
Salvation’s  plan,  both  great  and  wise, 

From  which  is  no  appeal. 

Who  comes?  who  comes?  Apostles  come; 

Like  twelve  bright  stars  are  they, 

Around  the  crown  of  Deseret, 

To  usher  in  the  day 
Of  glory,  immortality, 

Of  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 

When  all  dark  things  have  passed  away. 

And  earth  joins  worlds  above. 
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Who  comes?  who  comes?  These  men  of  God, 
With  Priesthood’s  power  they  come. 

And  clothed  with  light  from  God  on  high, 
United,  too,  as  one; 

They’ll  teach  us  principles  of  truth, 

And  evil  how  to  shun, 

And  how  to  live  eternally, 

By  being  joined  as  one. 

Then  we  rejoice  exceedingly, 

That  we  live  in  this  day, 

Our  souls  are  filled  with  heartfelt  joy, 

That  ye  have  come  this  day; 

1  hat  once  again,  your  voices  ring 
With  tones  we  love  to  hear, 

For  unto  every  Mormon  heart, 

The  men  of  God  are  dear. 


Death  of  President  Brigham  Young. 

How  can  we  express  our  sorrow  for  the  loss  that  we 
sustain, 

He  so  long  has  wielded  pov^er — long  has  been  his 
peaceful  reign. 

He  has  loved  the  people  ever,  they  have  loved  him 
in  return, — 

Though  he’s  gone  to  realms  of  glory*  still  our  loss 
we  long  will  mourn. 

He  was  mighty  as  a  leader,  he  for  right  was  ever 
strong; 

Taught  us  naught  but  truth  eternal,  and  he  never  led 
us  wrong; 

Now  the  Saints  of  latter  days,  who  have  loved  his 
counsels  given, 

Mourn  his  loss,  and  yet  rejoice,  that  he  meets  his 
friends  in  heaven. 

Joseph  Smith  has  gladly  met  him,  Hyrurn,  too,  shares 
in  the  joy; 

Heber,  George,  and  Jedediah,  welcome  him  where 
none  annoy; 
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Willard  Kichards,  all  who  loved  him,  and  the  Twelve 
that’s  passed  away, 

Welcome  him  with  love  and  gladness  where  it  is  eter¬ 
nal  day. 

He  is  free  from  all  annoyance,  free  from  those  that 
sought  his  death, 

Now  no  evil  can  befall  him  —  only  we  are  sore  bereft; 

He  is  happy  with  companions  who  had  only  gone 
before, 

None  can  harm  him,  none  molest  him,  he  is  free  for¬ 
evermore. 


The  Midnight  Hour. 

With  what  awe,  when  a  child,  I  looked  forward 
to  the  midnight  hour!  I  had  invested  it  with  some 
solemn  thoughts,  some  uncanny  doings,  and  often 
wondered  what  midnight  might  be  like.  One  night, 
when  my  youngest  sister  was  sick,  I  asked  my  father 
and  mother  to  let  me  stay  up  till  midnight — “just  to 
see  how  midnight  looked!”  They  consented,  I  pa¬ 
tiently  waited.  The  expected  hour  at  last  arrived. 
“It  is  midnight,”  mother  said.  I  went  to  the  win¬ 
dow,  drew  aside  the  curtains,  and  looked  out.  I  saw 
nothing  unusual.  A  dark,  cheerless  night  alone 
greeted  my  vision.  But  the  simple  word,  midnight, 
and  the  unusual  stillness  pervading  the  atmosphere, 
gave  me  a  feeling  of  awe,  and  after  looking  out  in 
silence,  I  turned  away  and  willingly  resigned  myself 
to  the  sweet  influence  of  sleep.  I  had  seen  morning 
hours,  when  gladly  I  had  arisen  to  behold  the  star- 
gemmed  sky,  in  brilliancy  and  beauty,  shedding  soft 
light  around;  I  had  beheld  the  witching  hours  of  ev¬ 
ening,  radiant  in  the  glory  of  a  full  moon,  but  never 
before  had  I  beheld  a  midnight  hour,  I  was  sat¬ 
isfied. 

Midnight  has  many  times  since  found  me  wake¬ 
ful — a  sick  child  watched  over  with  tenderness — 
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sleeplessness,  with  all  its  train  of  thought  and  argu¬ 
ment,  and  imagery — fair  summer  moon-lit  nights, 
irrigating  the  garden — times  of  journeying  when  the 
moon  was  eclipsed,  or  lying  low  in  the  west,  a  planet 
crossing  its  disc,  have  brought  the  midnight  hour, 
each  different  from  the  one  I  first  beheld. 

Not  long  ago  T  was  awakened  at  midnight.  The 
moon  was  shining  in  her  beauty,  bringing  out  the 
lights  and  shadows  of  the  trees, — the  birds  were  sing¬ 
ing,  chickens  crowing,  and  people  talking,  made  up 
a  midnight  hour  heretofore  unknown.  A  Dixie 
midnight  in  striking  contrast  to  the  cheerless,  dreary, 
midnight  of  my  childhood. 

\  _ 


Almaretta. 


My  sweet  little  darling  Alma! 

My  dear  little  darling  Alma! 

Just  nine  years  old  to-day; 

I  wish  you  joy  and  happiness, 

That  you’ll  be  good  and  ever  blest, 
While  birthdays  glide  away. 

My  sweet  little  precious  daughter, 
O,  her  little  heart  loves  mother, 

And  she’ll  be  good,  I  know, 

And  seek  each  day  the  blessed  way, 
That  leads  unto  eternal  da}7, 

And  God’s  commandments  do. 


Life. 

Does  life  pass  smoothly  as  I  go  along, 

All  merriment,  and  cheered  with  sweetest  song, 
With  an  unclouded  sky  and  beaming  sun, 

With  all  around  to  praise?  A  favorite  one 
I  pass  along  the  stage  of  human  life; 

And  nothing  know  but  peace  where  there  is  strife? 
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It  is  not  so;  the  day  of  good  and  ill, 

I  each  must  see,  and  take  each  bitter  pill 
That’s  well  prepared,  though  I  may  shrink, 
And  that  I  need  it  not,  may  wrongly  think. 
Life  is  no  pleasure  trip  upon  this  earth: 

It  is  to  prove  integrity  and  worth, 

It  is  to  try,  unto  the  very  core, 

That  if  I  faithful  prove,  forevermore 
Will  know  the  difference  ’twixt  good  and  ill. 
And  hold  control  forever  o’er  my  will. 

I.  often  see  the  sweet  and  pleasant  days, 

I  often  live  beneath  the  sun’s  bright  rays, 
Though  life  is  sometimes  like  the  stormy  sea, 
I  need  not  mind  the  storm,  for  safe  I’ll  be, 

If  I  rely  upon  my  Father’s  care, 

He  will  protect  me,  for  his  love  I  share, 

If  I  abstain  from  every  evil  way, 

And  seek  his  guidance,  as  I  live  each  day. 

Then  let  me  strive  to  touch  the  distant  goal, 
To  gain  eternal  life  for  my  own  soul, 

To  be  obedient  to  the  powers  that  be, 

And  the  appearances  of  evil  flee; 

I’ve  much  to  learn,  as  I  shall  pass  along, 

But  nought  to  hate,  save  evil  and  save  wrong. 


Evening. 

The  wind  is  sighing  through  the  trees 
With  its  seolian  sound; 

The  sun  has  set  behind  the  hill, 

And  evening  closes  round. 

But  from  the  field  no  more  comes  one, 
The  dearest  to  my  heart; 

I  listen  not  for  rolling  wheels, 

Nor  up  to  meet  him  start. 

I  listen  to  the  mournful  winds, 

I  gaze  upon  the  sky, 

That’s  lit  up  with  a  golden  hue, 

And  watch  the  .night  hawks  fly. 

And  thoughts  come  back  of  other  times, 
When  George  was  wont  to  come, 
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And  happy  hearts  beat  fast  with  joy, 

To  see  him  coming  home. 

O  blessed  was  that  joyous  time, 

When  chiidren  gathered  round 
Their  father’s  knees,  he  kissed  them  sweet, 
And  joy  the  evening  crowned. 

That  time  has  passed,  forever  gone, 
Forevermore  for  me; 

I  hear  no  more  his  gentle  tones, 

No  more  his  face  1  see. 

But  joy  will  break  the  lonesomeness; 

I  hope  some  time  ere  long, 

When  I  will  see  the  dearest  one 
Among  a  heavenly  throng. 

Not  long  wrill  saints  sleep  in  the  dust, 

The  time  is  drawing  nigh 
When  they’ll  arise,  and  joy  will  be 
The  universal  cry. 

Then  let  me  faithful  be,  that  I 
May  meet  that  glorious  one, 

Rejoice  with  him  forevermore, 

Whene’er  this  life  is  done. 

My  glory  and  my  pride  will  be 
My  exaltation  there, 

To  be  his  wife  eternally, 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

What  could  mortal  woman  ask, 

What  greater  crown  than  this, 

To  live  with  husband,  children  there, 

No  broken  link  to  miss. 

Eternal  life,  that  is  the  theme! 

Eternal  life  is  joy! 

Eternal  life  with  all  we  love, 

Where  sin  can  not  annoy. . 

Fulfil  our  missions  here  below 
As  we’ve  agreed  to  do, 

And  faithful  prove  thoough  mortal  life, 
Unto  this  Gospel  true. 
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If  I  am  this,  then  joy  to  me, 

Though  sorrow  claims  me  now, 

A  suffer’ng  child  on  earth  awhile, 
Then  bliss  will  crown  my  brow. 

Father  in  heaven!  preserve  me  here, 
From  every  sinful  stain. 

That  I  may  faithful  prove  myself, 
Meet  thee  in  love  again. 

May  my  acts  here  be  such,  as  thou 
Would’st  well  approve,  each  day, 

That  when  this  life  on  earth  is  done, 
Thou’lt  bid  me  with  thee  stay. 

I’m  thankful  for  thy  mercies,  Lord, 
Thy  watchcare,  day  and  night; 

The  blessings  thou  hast  given  me, 
The  holy  Gospel’s  light. 

And  may  my  heart  forever  cling 
In  gratitude  to  Thee, 

For  Thy  great  mercies  here  below, 

So  bountiful  and  free. 

Let  me  fulfil  ray  mission  here , 

Do  good  each  day  I  live, 

Until  my  work  is  done  on  earth, 
Then  home  let  me  arrive. 

I’m  but  a  wanderer  at  best, 

From  a  dear  heavenly  home. 

But  still  I  love  this  earthly  life, 

Nor  am  I  here  alone. 


Sweet  children  hast  thou  given  me, 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way, 

May  I  have  wisdom  from  on  high 
To  guide  them  day  by  day. 

That  they  may  faithful  prove  to  Thee, 
Nor  turn  from  Thee  away; 

Commit  no  sin  to  bar  the  door 
To  everlasting  day. 
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My  Beloved. 

How  I’ve  loved  thee  none  can  know, 
How  my  heart  with  rapture  swells 
When  I  think  of  long  ago, 

And  the  past  my  memory  tells. 

Sweet  the  days  I’ve  spent  with  thee, 
Happy,  happy,  happy  years; 

Blissful  is  their  memory, 

Crowded  with  life’s  hopes  and  fears0 

For  not  all  one  scene  of  joy 
Was  thy  life  on  earth  with  me, 

Evil  would  thy  soul  annoy, 

Sorrow  roll  its  load  on  thee. 

But  when  sorrow  crossed  our  path, 
Shadowed  all  the  sunshine  o’er, 

And  our  hearts  were  keenly  tried, 
Smarting,  sinking,  sorrowing,  sore. 

Then  the  love  we  bore  to  each, 

Was  a  balm  by  heaven  given, 

And  thus  closer  were  we  drawn. 

By  this  bond  oi  love  from  heaven. 

Now  thy  presence  is  withdrawn, 

Now  thy  counsel  is  not  given  ; 

I  alone,  alone,  alone, 

Must  pass  on  to  life’s  lone  even. 

Thou  hast  past  to  higher  sphere, 

Thou  art  now  forever  free. 

Free  from  sin  and  sorrow  too, 

By  the  power  of  death’s  decree. 

Lovely  in  thy  mortal  life, 

Calm  amid  the  troubles  here, 

Ever  ready,  ever  kind, 

’Twas  no  wonder  thou  wast  dear. 

Dignified  and  courteous, 

A  gentleman  in  very  truth; 

Witty,  lively,  hurting  no  one, 

Pure  thy  life  and  sweet  thy  youth. 

Can  so  many  virtues  be, 

Found  in  any  mortal  man  ? 

One  so  perfect  as  thou  wast, 

Could  not  long  on  earth  remain. 
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May  thy  children  emulate, 

All  their  father’s  virtues  sweet  ; 

Grow  to  be  like  thee  always  ; 

Gladly,  haply,  father  meet. 

For  we’ll  meet;  I  dare  not  think 
Of  the  joy  I  then  will  feel. 

When  immortal,  thou  wilt  be, — 
Raptures  in  my  bosom  swell. 

Power  of  death  will  then  be  broken, 
Never  more  to  hold  thee  fast; 

Everlasting  lives  are  thine, 

Dark  death’s  bitterness  is  past. 

Past — forever  gone — and  thou 
Life’s  great  finale  assume 

Immortal,  On  the  planet  earth 
For  the  righteous  will  be  room. 

Then  let  joy  pervade  my  soul, 

Sweep  dark  sorrow’s  clouds  away; 

Let  the  sunshine  of  the  future 
O’er  my  soul  have  steady  sway. 

Blest  indeed  has  been  my  lot, 

Through  the  life  I  have  been  through, 

Glorious  will  be  time  coming, 

If  the  will  of  God  I  do. 

Faithful  to  the  Gospel,  ever 
Let  my  heart  be  firm  and  true, 

To  the  very  end  of  life, 

That  these  blessings  may  accrue. 


The  Absent  One. 

O,  sister!  come  from  the  land  of  gold, 

That  I  again  may  thee  enfold 
Within  my  arms,  and  kissing  thee, 

Rejoice  again  thou  art  with  me. 

I  look  where  the  sun  is  setting,  red, 

And  wish  that  here  thou  would’st  be  led. 

The  fragrant  wild  flowers  blossom  round  thee, 
Shining  wealth  surrounds,  enchants  thee, 
Children  whisper,  ‘‘O,  don’t  leave  me!” 
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Tear  from  all  enchantments  free. 

And  never  let  the  grass  so  green, 
Beneath  thy  footsteps  e’er  be  seen, 

But  come,  O  come,  without  delay; 

I  will  not  let  thee  say  me  nay. 

Come!  O  come!  I  long  for  thee! 

Once  more  thy  face  I  wish  to  see, 

Once  more  I  long  to  hear  thy  voice. 
Once  more  my  heart  with  thee  rejoice. 
In  gleaming  white  the  Temple  stands, 
The  work  of  many  hundred  hands, 

I  tread  within  its  sacred  hails; 

I  think  of  thee  within  its  walls; 

I  yearn  to  see  my  sister  dear, 

O,  when  wilt  thou  again  appear? 

Oh,  banish  every  staying  mood, 

And  quickly  pass  each  distant  rood 
Until  at  last,  at  last,  thou ’It  come 
And  visit  in  our  southern  home. 

O,  say  not  nay,  nor  let  me  plead 
In  vain,  this  blessed  boon  indeed; 

But  come!  O  come!  without  delay! 

O,  soon  be  rolling  on  the  way! 

Let  camp  fires  blaze  that  maketh  night 
More  cheerful,  by  their  burning  light, 
Let  stars  above  thee  twinkle  bright, 
And  Nature  say,  “I  love  this  sight;” 
0,  leave  the  land  of  yellow  gold 
And  come  unto  the  Saints’  blest  fold, 
Oh!  blessings  on  my  sister  dear, 

I  feel  that  soon  thou  wilt  be  here. 


David  Edwin. 

I  think  of  thee,  my  babe,  beloved  one; 

Beloved  thy  name,  like  David’s  name  of  old, 
Since  thou  hast  died  the  years  have  sw  iftly  flown, 
Since  last  I  kissed  thy  lips  so  mute  and  cold. 

I  think  of  thee  as  thou  did’st  pass  away, 

A  tiny  bud  that’s  blighted,  ere  the  red 
Bright  streaks  show  through  (a  beautiful  display). 
The  mossy  green,  we  look;  and  it  is  dead. 
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And  so  thou  passed  from  earth  to  Father’s  home, 
From  out  my  sight,  but  not  from  out  my  heart; 

And  to  this  beautious  temple  have  I  come, 

And  had  thy  work  performed  that  we  may  never 
part. 

Now  thou  art  truly  mine,  beloved  onev 
And  I  can  claim  thee  in  a  brighter  day, 

When  from  a  glorious,  celestial  home, 

Thou’lt  gladly  triumph  over  death’s  decay. 

If  I  walk  in  the  straight  and  narrow  way, 

The  way  that  leads  unto  eternal  joy; 

And  falter  not,  but  God’s  command’s  obey, 

I  shall  again  behold  my  darling  boy. 


To-Day,  Mother. 


Dost  see  ns  here,  my  mother, 
This  glorious  day  for  thee? 

Hast  come  to  be  in  spirit, 

Near  father  and  near  me? 

I’m  happy  when  I’m  thinking 
Of  thee,  my  mother  dear, 

Who  cherished  me  in  childhood, 
And  ever  loved  me  near. 

I  think  of  thee,  my  mother, 

My  childhood’s  happy  days, 

Where  to  my  boyish  feelings, 
Thou  gav’st  better  ways, 

I  think  I  see  my  mother, 

With  blessings  on  her  head, 

Kejoicing  that  the  living 
May  benefit  the  dead. 

In  other  years  that’re  coming, 
We  all  will  meet  again, 

And  father,  mother,  brothers, 
Will  be  united  then. 
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Brother  Woodruff’s  Birthday,  1878. 


I  wish  thee  joy  upon  this  day, 

That  makes  thee  seventy-one, 

And  pray  that  blessings  may  be  thine— 
The  sands  of  life  long  run. 

For  thou  art  mighty  on  the  earth, 

Thy  glory  will  be  great, 

Through  time  and  all  eternity, 

For  crowns  will  thee  await. 

O  when  I  look  at  what  may  come, 

The  future  that  awaits 
The  faithful  saints,  my  heart  is  filled 
With  joy  at  our  estates. 

Thy  time  is  spent  in  usefulness, 

No  moment  here  is  lo*t, 

And  when  thy  dead  are  once  redeemed, 
They’ll  prove  a  mighty  host. 

One  year  ago  the  heavens  rejoiced, 

Tn  that  redeeming  hour, 

And  from  that  time  have  numbers  come, 
To  clothe  the  dead  with  power. 

To-day  another  company 
In  white,  redeem  thy  dead, 

And  by  the  ordinances  performed, 

Rest  blessings  on  each  head. 

The  spirits  joy  exceedingly, 

That  there  are  those  on  earth, 

That  can  perform  this  blessed  work, 

To  them  of  greatest  worth. 

Our  Father  in  His  mercy  kind , 

Has  thus  laid  out  a  plan, 

That  all  that  will  obey  the  truth, 
Hereafter  heaven  shall  gain. 

And  all  mankind,  though  past  away, 

Can  hear  the  gospel  now, 

Can  praise  His  name  and  choose  the  way, 
Where  blessings  round  them  flow. 
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My  blessing  ever  rest  on  thee, 

Thy  days  on  earth  be  long, 

To  bless  us  with  thy  counsel  here, 

And  bless  the  spirit  strong. 

May  him  who  guards  the  sparrow’s  life, 
Guard  thine  as  years  pass  on; 
Prolong  thy  life  in  usefulness, 

To  end  this  work  begun. 


A  Wedding  Poem 

Not  by  the  rite  of  the  Kalmuck  tribe, 
Were  the  single  wed  to-day; 

Fast  for  their  bride  the  Kalmucks  ride, 
And  speed  o’er  the  plain  away. 

The  bride  is  hurrying  on,  and  on. 

And  if  o’ertaken  she  is  won. 

No  other  rite  is  needed  there, 

Within  the  wilds  of  Tartary; 

They  homeward  go,  a  happy  pair, 

And  live  a  life  of  roaming,  free. 

Not  by  the  rite  of  a  negro  tribe 
Were  the  single  wed  to-day; 

This  ordeal  must  the  maid  abide, 

To  show  she  will  obey: 

First  bring  a  dish,  that’s  new  and  neat, 
And  humbly  wash  her  master’s  feet; 

The  basin  then  she  lifts  to  drink 
This  water,  as  the  fast’ning  link. 

This  shows  that  she  will  be  his  wife, 
Devoted  to  the  end  of  life. 

*  Not  by  the  Episcopalian  rite 
Were  the  single  wed  to-day; 

Within  the  Church’s  mellow  light 
One  gives  the  bride  away, 

A  golden  ring  must  seal  the  rite, 

Ere  Sol  shall  reach  his  dizzy  height, 

The  wedding  bell  ring  merrily, 

While  happy  hearts  beat  joyfully.  * 

Not  by  the  old  sectarian  rite 
Were  the  single  wed  to-day; 

Till  ‘‘death  shall  part” — his  gloomy  night 
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Hath  power  this  rite  to  stay; 

And  ever  in  the  world  to  come, 

Must  they  be  sep’rate  and  alone. 

Not  by  the  Russians’  unique  rite 
Were  the  single  wed  to-day, 

For  when  a  pair  their  fates  unite, 

'I  he  scene  is  bright  and  gay. 

Unto  the  Church  the  bridegroom  comes, 

With  bridesmen,  while  sweet  music  sounds 
And  floats  upon  the  air. 

The  bride  appears  with  bridesmaids  then, 

The  cross  devoutly  there  they  make; 

The  priest  then  comes  unto  the  pair 
Affianced,  makes  that  sign  again 
Above  their  heads,  while  candles  burn, 

Decked  out  with  flowers  and  ribbons  gay, 
Clasped  in  their  hands  to  signify 
The  foolish  virgins’  great  mistake — 

The  wise  waiting  patiently, 

Prepared  to.  meet  the  groom  at  night, 

And  have  their  lamps  illumed  bright. 

The  Russian  Priest  sweet  incense  wafts  around; 
Betrothal  ceremony  then  begins: 

First  reads  the  Litany,  and  then  two  prayers 
’Midst  solemn  silence  and  with  solemn  sound; 
Then  brings  from  off  the  altar,  two  gold  rings 
Which  have  been  worn  since  first  they  were 
engaged, 

And  holding  one  (the  bridegroom  first  is  pledged) 
Above  his  head  again  he  makes  the  cross. 
“Servant  of  God  betrothes  himself  to  her, 
Servant  of  God,”  by  names  of  holy  ones, 

He  slowly  says.  The  bridegroom  takes  the  ring 
And  then  the  same  is  said  unto  the  bride, 

Who  takes  the  second  ring,  and  then  three  times 
They  change  their  rings,  to  show  their  future 

l°ys, 

Their  actions,  and  intentions,  and  their  cares, 
Should  ever  mutual  be,  and  they  agree. 

The  candles  are  put  out.  Which  one  is  less, 
Betokens  tleath,  the  holder  first  destroys. 

And  then  while  all  are  hushed,  and  none  doth 
.  stir, 

A  blessing  prayer  is  given,  and  then  the  mar¬ 
riage  rite 

Begins,  A  ’kerchief  large  of  silk  is  spread 
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Upon  the  floor.  The  pair  upon  this  stand; 

The  priest  then  chants  a  psalm  in  measure  grand 
And  asks  them  ‘Tf  they  willingly 
Each  other  take  for  husband  and  for  wife, 
Devoted  to  each  other  through  their  life?” 

They  answer  “yes.”  Ihen  comes  the  Litany; 
Three  prayers  again,  and  then  two  silver  crowns 
Are  brought,  wrought  with  the  virgin  and  the 
son, 

As  ornaments.  The  priest  then  taketh  one, 

And  o’er  the  bridegroom’s  head  he  makes  the 
sign 

Of  the  cross  again,  declaring  “He  is  crowned 
Here  with  the  handmaid  of  his  God,” 

Holds  to  his  lips  Christ’s  image  to  be  kissed; 

The  crown  he  settles  on  the  bridegrooms  head, 
Then  takes  the  other  crown  with  sim’lar  signs 
And  words,  he  places  it  upon  her  head, 

And  signing  then  the  cross  before  them,  solemnly 
Three  times  he  says,  ‘‘O  Lord,  our  God, 

Crown  them  with  glory  and  with  honor.” 

More  prayers  are  read,  and  then  he  reads 
The  marriage  feast  of  Cana  from  the  testament; 
Then  prayers  again.  A  cup  *of  water,  and  of 
wine, 

Three  times  the  bridal  pair  must  slowly  sip 
Alternately,  betokening  joy,  and  pain,  # 

Both  equal  share,  and  a  remainder  too, 

Of  the  last  supper  of  the  Lamb  of  God; 

A  final  act  which  broken  cannot  be, 

And  makes  them  man  and  wife,  by  Russian  rule 
Is  this.  Their  hands  are  firmly  joined  by  him, 
Beneath  his  priestly  stole;  and  then  three  times 
They  slowdy  follow  him,  joined  hand  in  hand. 

A  hymn  the  choir  is  chanting  sweet  and  low; 
This  circle  is  a  symbol  in  their  rite, 

Of  an  eternity  of  union  blest. 

The  priest  then  speaks  to  them  and  reads  a 
prayer, 

And  bids  them  kiss;  the  benediction  gives, 

Takes  off  the  crown  s,pictures  are  kissed  by  them 
And  they  depart  to  feast  and  revelry. 

By  all  the  rites  that  have  been  named, 

No  wife  or  children  can  be  claimed. 

When  they  have  passed  the  gate  of  death, 

And  stand  within  eternity: 

Their  ties  are  broken  by  his  breath, 
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Husband  and  wife  no  more  they’ll  be. 

There  is  no  rite  on  all  the  earth, 

That  after  death  is  any  worth 
Save  ours,  revealed  by  God  above, 

To  us  in  mercy  and  in  love, 

He  has  revealed  this  marriage  rite. 

And  blest  it  is  within  his  sight. 

By  this  you  have  been  sealed  to-day, 

In  holy  places,  righteously; 

Death  cannot  take  your  wife  away, 

It  binds  for  all  eternity. 

How  blessed  the  plan  that  breaks  no  tie, 

Of  wife  or  husband  when  we  die. 

Our  children  are  our  children  there, 

Beyond  the  time  oi  toil  and  care. 

Your  future  is  before  you.  You  alone 

Can  make  the  brightness  of  the  glamour  thrown 

Around  it  real,  by  hope,  and  love, 

Forbearance,  kindness,  jewels  bright  are  they, 
Then  never  let  the  clouds  of  gloom  arise. 

By  discord  sharp  to  snatch  away  this  prize. 

But  may  the  blessings  of  the  Lord  be  yours 
While  time  and  all  eternity  endures. 


Friends  That  Have  Passed  Away. 

Where  the  sun  is  sinking  low  to  rest, 

In  the  golden  land  of  the  gleaming  west, 
Where  the  flowers,  rich  and  rare,  perfume 
The  morning  air  with  their  sweetest  bloom, 
There  sleep  the  ones  that  are  dear  to  me, 
Though  far  from  the  home  where  I  wish  them 
to  be. 

The  earth  of  the  Golden  State  is  above 
The  forms  of  those  I  cherish  and  love, 

My  mother  lies  there,  the  dearest  one, 

And  is  resting  in  peace  in  her  narrow  home, 
While  her  spirit  rejoices,  in  life  and  light, 

Far  more  than  is  given  to  mortal  sight. 

We  know  not  the  joy  of  the  spirits,  free 
From  earthly  cares,  and  misery; 

They  travel  space  with  a  quickened  speed, 
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The  past,  and  the  future,  quickly  read, 

And  the  faithful  Saint  has  a  joy  unknown. 

To  the  spirits  in  prison,  that  weep  and  mourn. 

The  day  that  we  most  desire  to  see, 

Will  soon  be  here,  and  the  dead  will  be  free 
From  the  thraldom  of  the  cold,  dark  tomb, 
Immortal,  then,  will  they  become, 

And  happy  be,  when  Christ  appears, 

And  reign  with  him  a  thousand  years. 

St.  George,  Feb.  5,  1878. 


The  Lovely  Babe? 


I  saw  a  lovely  babe,  so  beautiful, 

So  calm,  and  still,  and  motionless  he  lay; 

His  eyelids  quivered  not,  while  closed  in  sleep, 
His  first  sleep  and  his  last  long  sleep  held  sway, 

No  parting  of  the  little  lips  I  saw, 

Nor  moving  of  the  fingers,  as  they  lay 
Closed  o’er  each  other  by  the  sweet  boquet, 

That  lay  above  its  form,  the  lifeless  clay. 

Sweet  lovely  baby!  gone  in  innocence, 

In  all  its  purity  unto  its  home, 

To  stay  with  Father,  in  His  bright  abode, 

Until  shall  come  the  resurrection  morn. 


Then  from  its  dreamless  sleep  will  rise  the  babe, 
With  beauty  rarer  than  the  earth  affords. 

To  wake  again  the  mother’s  ardent  love, 

Whose  harp  had  long  been  tuned  to  saddened 
chords. 

And  loud,  and  sweet,  will  then  the  anthem  ring, 
And  joy  will  prompt  the  rich,  melodious  strain, 
That  thus  immortal  hath  become  the  babe, 

To  joy  his  parents  hearts  on  earth  again. 

St.  George,  April,  1878. 
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Spring. 

Spring  in  her  robes  of  beauty  smiling  comes, 

To  wreathe  a  beauteous  garland  round  our  homes 
Of  white,  and  pink,  and  fragrant  apple  blooms, 

And  pinkish  tamarisk,  and  lilies  blue, 

And  purple  fleur-de-les,  the  flower  of  France; 

The  primrose,  with  its  morning’s  golden  hue, 

Wild  lilies,  children  call  them  at  a  glance; 

The  sego’s  snowy  chalice,  lifted  up, 

A  perfect  tulip  is  its  pretty  cup. 

The  early  wild  flowers  then  she  scatters  round, 

With  herbage  green  and  grass  to  deck  the  ground; 

At  her  approach  the  birds  their  welcome  sound, 
Andsiug  for  her  their  most  enchanting  lay; 

The  buds  burst  forth  in  leaf,  pea  green  and  bright, 
And  cheerful  deck  the  places  on  her  way; 

And  all  things  beauteous  are  within  her  sight, 

And  blushingly,  she  gladly  trips  along, 

Honored  and  blest  by  beauty  and  by  song. 

Spring  holds  out  promises  that  Summer  brings, 

In  rich  fruition,  while  the  Autumn  rings 
With  shouts  of  joy  that  her  profusion  brings; 

In  red  and  gold,  the  peaches  bright  array 
And  fragrant  are  the  gifts  that  Spring  has  brought 
In  flowers  that  budded,  bloomed,  but  did  not  stay, 
But  grew  into  the  luscious  fruits,  so  eager  sought 
When  Summer  bright  and  gaudy  autumn  comes, 
Foretold  by  Spring’s  bright,  careless,  fragrant  blooms. 


Art  Thou  Lonely. 

Sister,  art  thou  lonely,  sad, 

When  all  nature  seemeth  glad? 

Has  the  cold  destroyer  came, 
Making  sadness  in  thy  home? 

Has  his  presence  been  a  blight 
On  the  one  that’s  gone  from  sight? 
Thou  hast  felt  his  presence  dread, 
And  thy  heart  with  sorrow'  bled 
Ere  his  healthy  footsteps  fled; 

For  he  took  thy  daughter  sweet, 
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Touched  her  in  his  journey  fleet, 
And  her  heart  then  ceased  to  beat. 
Cold  she  grew  beneath  his  breath— 
Thy  unwelcome  guest  was  death. 
h>he  has  gone  unto  her  rest, 

She  is  living  with  the  b'est; 

She  is  with  her  Father  now, 
Radiance  shining  on  her  brow. 
Earthly  life,  and  sorrow  hear 
Nevermore  to  her  appear. 

She  has  dropped  mortality, 

And  will  wait  to  come  to  thee 
When  the  resurrection’s  po\v<r 
Brings  her  in  the  morning  hour, 
When  the  dead  in  glory  rise, 

When  they  join  us  from  the  skies; 
For  the  resurrection,  day 
Soon  will  rob  death  of  his  prey, 
And  the  graves  will  open  be, 

And  thy  babe  will  come  to  thee. 
Then  weep  not  and  pine  in  grief, 
Thinking  there  is  no  relief. 

She  will  come  in  glory  bright, 
Clothed  with  beauty  and  with  light. 
She  will  cheer  thee,  bless  thee  too, 
When  she  comes  to  earth  anew. 


Eleanor. 

I  think,  do  you  remember  me? 

Between  us  is  the  raging  sea, 

And  storm  clouds  lower,  and  winds  arise, 
And  billows  seem  to  meet  the  skies, 

Until  it  calms  its  fury  down, 

The  storm  king  further  on  has  flown. 
Then  calm,  the  sea  smiles  back  to  heaven, 
Reflecting  rays  of  brightness  given. 

When  you  come  o’er  the  mighty  deep, 
Then  may  the  storm  king  be  asleep. 

How  oft  our  lives  are  like  the  sea, 

And  we  would  gladly  tempests  flee, 

But  they  arise  upon  our  track, 

To  give  us  strength  where  we  may  lack. 

I  pit}7  you  from  Zion  far, 


BY  EMILY  B.  SPENCER. 


85 


You  are  the  object  of  my  prayer. 

1  pray  for  you,  that  you  may  keep, 

Firm  in  the  faith,  its  blessings  reap. 

O  sister  mine,  I  love  you  still, 

And  none  your  place  can  ever  fill. 

When  will  you  leave  your  native  land, 
And  join  dear  Zion’s  favored  hand? 

O,  let  me  hope  no  more  in  vain, 

But  come  o’er  ocean,  mountain,  plain; 
0,  who  would  live  in  Babylon? 

Its  numbered  times  are  nearly  done, 

And  indignation  and  fierce  wrath 
Are  poured  uoon  the  wicked’s  path. 
Then  flee  to  Zion’s  lovely  vales, 

Its  mountain  peaks,  and  lonely  dales, 
And  hide,  until  the  storm  has  passed, 

In  safety,  with  the  Lord  your  trust. 

O,  Eleanor!  dear  Eleanor! 

For  you  T  cannot  help  but  care, 

I  love  you  and  your  welfare  seems 
The  silent  thought  of  days,  and  dreams. 
Sweet  sister,  let  me  plead  no  more! 

But  come  unto  this  western  shore. 

Fly  to  the  mountains  ranging  high, 

Their  peaks  reposing  ’gainst  the  sky  ; 
And  beautiful  the  shadows  creep 
And  linger  round  each  stony  steep, 

Until  a  charm,  so  soft  and  sweet, 

Is  thrown  when  Sol  is  eastward  fleet, 
And  shines  in  splendor  as  he  comes 
To  gladden  all  within  their  homes. 

And  when  the  sun  declines  at  night, 
This  charm  is  shown  unto  our  sight: 
The  lovely  shadows  fall  around 
The  grand  old  hollows,  rocky  grund, 
And  soften  all  the  rugged  scene, 

That  is  not  robed  in  living  green. 

But  brown,  or  black,  or  glaring  red 
Invite  us  not  their  tops  to  tread. 

Here  is  the  home  of  true  and  tried; 

Here  we  can  work  for  those  that  died; 
Here  we  can  live  in  peace,  while  wai¬ 
ls  booming  o’er  the  nations  far. 

This  is  the  gathering  place  where  we 
Are  told  from  coming  wrath  to  flee 
Unto  the  chambers  of  the  Lord, 

And  be  instructed  in  his  word. 
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You  cannot  learn  His  perfect  ways, 
Unless  with  us  you  spend  your  days, 
Then  come,  O,  come!  do  not  delay! 
But  from  old  England  come  away. 


The  Spirit. 


I  have  seen  the  dear  departed, 

A. s  he  came  to  tell  to  me 
That  his  presence  there  was  needed, 
In  the  land  of  spirits  free. 


Free  from  pain  and  free  from  sorrow, 
Free  from  sin’s  enticements  there, 

And  his  face  so  gladly  beaming 
Told  he  had  no  mortal  care. 

He  must  g^>,  he  could  not  tarry, 

Go  td  represent  us  there, 

Go  to  preach  to  those  in  prison, 

And  for  baptism  them  prepare. 

Great  the  mission  he  has  taken, 

Good,  indeed,  he  there  will  do, 

Those  that  have  not  heard  the  Gospel 
Must  rejoice  at  tidings  new. 

Though  thy  road  be  sad  and  lonely, 
Cheerless  still,  at  times,  to  thee, 

May  the  blessings  of  the  Father 
’Bound  thy  pathway  ever  be. 

He  will  hear,  and  he  can  comfort 
In  the  hours  of  sad  distress. 

He  will  help  t,hae  bear  thv  burdens, 
Will  they  seem  unto  thee  less, 

Let  thy  thoughts  be  drawn  to  Father 
In  the  passing  hours  of  day, 

In  the  dark  and  silent  watches 
Let  thy  heart  unto  him  pray. 
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Alice. 

Darling  little  Alice! 

Lovely  little  Alice! 

Full  of  gayety. 

Telling  to  her  father 
Of  my  kissing  Jennie, 

I  had  told  her  not  to  tell, 

1  hough  I’d  kissed  not  any 

Winsome  little  Alice! 
Precious  little  Alice! 
Punning  off  to  meet  me. 
With  her  sweetest  prattle, 
And  a  kiss  to  greet  me; 

Oft  l  think  of  Alice, 

Sleeping  o’er  the  sea. 

Darling  little  Alice! 

Lovely  little  Alice! 

Eyes  of  sweetest  blue, 
Looking  up  in  mischief, 
Looking  tear  drops  through, 
As  the  moment  prompted, 
And  impulses  flew. 

Where  is  dainty  Alice? 

Where  is  lovely  Alice? 

Gone  forevermore! 

She  from  home  departed, 
Left  her  father’s  door — 

Left  them  broken-hearted, 
Left  them  weeping  sore. 

They  saw  not  her  spirit, 
Joyous,  light,  and  free; 
They  saw  but  the  casket 
Of  mortality. 

Gently  then  they  left  her 
Resting  silently. 

Loved  we  dainty  Alice, 
Hearts  indeed  were  callous. 

That  felt  no  love  for  her. 
For  her  winning  manner 
Any  heart  could  stir, 
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And  her  joyous  laughter  ’ 
Drove  away  all  care. 

Mourn  we  lovely  Alice, 

Gone  from  earth  away, 

In  her  glowing  childhood. 

In  her  early  day; 

Oh!  this  fairest  flower, 

With  us  could  not  stay. 

But  we  know  sweet  Alice, 
Blooms  in  regal  beauty, 

In  immortal  bloom; 

If  we  do  our  duty, 

We  will  see  her  soon. 

Clasping  lovely  Alice, 

In  the  coming  morn, 

When  the  dead  arising, 
From  the  silent  tomb, 

With  a  living  glory, 

Fresh,  immortal  bloom, 

Then  will  come  our  Alice, 
She  is  coming  soon, 

WThen  the  intervening 
Time  has  quickly  flown. 

Mourn  we  little  Alice, 
Lovely  little  Alice! 

But  she  shines  as  day; 

For  her  absence  from  us, 

For  her  silent  stay, 

We  are  mourning,  mourning, 
That  she  is  away. 
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